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She Once Had THIN LEGS! 


Now Has Fuller Calves, Shapely Thighs, Hips and Ankles 
— Miss M. G., Brevard, N. C. 


HE most encouraging news for women with thin, under-developed legs has just been 
revealed by Henry Milchstin, Ph.T. If your thin legs are due to normal causes and 
1 haven't any disease or pathological condition, you should try to attain the strong 
alluring shapely legs you've always wanted. This well-known physiotherapist, who was 
President of the Metropolitan School of Physiotherapy and is.a member of the New 
York State Society of Physiotherapists, has an enviable record of helping lovely stage 
and screen actresses as well as women like yourself to mold beautiful legs. Over a 
eriod of 32 years, he has used an amazingly natural method which is unsurpassed by 
rything we have ever seen. 


ORDINARY METHODS FOUND TO HELP LITTLE IN FILLING OUT THIN LEGS 


Many women engaged in improper strenuous exercises and calisthenics used up a lot of 
me and energy but it did next to nothing for rounding out skinny legs. 


Other women actually tried weight gaining diets to improve skinny legs. The legs 

enerally gain far less, if anything, in proportion than the rest of the body. Also, 
iding flabby fat to the legs does not necessarily result in the seductive, shapely curves 
hich men admire and which look so appealing in anything you wear. 


IN MANY CASES DOCTORS ADVISE 
USE OF THIS TECHNIQUE 


WHICH LEG PROBLEMS This Progressive Scientific Method for develop- 

ARE YOURS? ing skinny legs is based on the knowledge and 

experience of the medical profession, physio- 

a therapists and famous body building experts 
throughout the world. 


The wonderful, scientific method is intended 
to stimulate the tissues and muscle structure of 
the legs and encourage their development to 
normally rounded natural contours. When 
blood circulation is properly stimulated to the 
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point where it helps nourish those lazy tissues, 


Thighs 
it also tends to tone the skin with a vibrant : de- 
glow. When each section of the leg has its skinny legs are ee 
Bony proper normal shape, the hips possess seductive, veloped, you are 
Kneos feminine curves which men admire, the thighs 5 
are superbly rounded, knees are daintily shaped self-conscious and 
without knobby, bony appearance, the calves 
Stringbeanj fill out with soft curves, and even the ankles the boys never 
are pretty and appealing. Remember, the muscu- ° 
Calves lar structure of a woman's leg is basically dif- give you a second 


ferent from a man's. So that when your legs 
develop, you only add graceful feminine curves 


‘“ALL-AROUND GLAMOUR LEGS"’ HELP 


glance. 


WOMEN IN EVERYTHING THEY DO 








Most figure experts agree that poor legs spoil 


AFTER 





Rm ne eee 
an otherwise shapely figure . . . while nicely 
rounded limbs add an appearance of over-all 
eauty to even the poor and average figure. Because the legs are the one part of the 
dy which always shows, glamorous legs help you look better in any clothes you wear > 


dresses, skirts, sports and play clothes, bathing suits, etc. They make you a more 

sirable dance partner and help you do the latest steps more gracefully. Well-formed 
egs help you in all sports; they enable you to swim, skate, bowl, play tennis, etc., 
th more ease and better form. They help you walk and stand with ease, with the 
ysture which always wins admiration. 


hey give you more energy for work and play, help lessen fatigue, especially when 
ob or housework keeps you on vour feet. 


Look at the 
shapely curves of 
her legs now. She 
couldn't believe 
the difference 
herself. 








WRITTEN ABOUT IN LEADING 
HEALTH MAGAZINE 


HEALTH CULTURE asked this authority 
on legs to write a series of articles on the 
fundamentals of this method. This maga- 
zine rightly believed that their readers 
should know about this wonderful tech- 
nique. Many other leading magazines and 
newspapers have written about the price- 
less advantages of correct leg development. 


TESTED AND PROVEN METHODS 
REQUIRE ONLY 15 PLEASANT 
MINUTES A DAY! 


SEE HOW THIS TECHNIQUE HELPED 
JUST A FEW OF THE MANY OTHERS! 





From the Very FIRST DAY You 
may feel the stimulating 
effects of this method! 


SEND 
NO MONEY! 


[~~ FREE 10 DAY TRIAL COUPON!™”" 


This amazing method has been used by beau- I 
tiful stage and screen stars, professional models \ 
and women in every walk of life. Thousands 
have gladly paid high fees for personal instruc- | 
tion here in New York City. Now this famous | 
expert makes it possible for any woman to try 
his method, requiring only 15 minutes a day, j 
right in the comfort and privacy of her own i 
I 
| 
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MODERN METHODS, Dept. SL-190 
296 Broadway, New York 7, N. Y. 


Rush me the original Shapely Legs Home Method (in plain | 
wrapper) marked ‘personal.’ On delivery I will deposit with | 
postman only $1.98 plus postage. If I do not see satisfactory 

results, I will return course for complete refund of my $1.98. | 





BEFORE AFTER home at a tiny fraction of this cost. 
LEGS LOOK BETTER AND — ioe grpeer™, cett. seee-by sep im. Drees so ssa eicanndain oie Cemenerec esate See aa oas neo | 
' trate 3 ‘i -. RE EVELOPMENT . 
ee mentee | Asteits.............scsssesivscsienrsarcaosenatall 
der-developed hips, thighs, knees, calves, 
Modern Methods has done wonders ankles; gaining stronger legs; improving skin City. . =e ae en | 
for me. It makes my legs look better tone and circulation in legs; normal causes of 
and not get tired as quickly as they did skinny legs; plus measurement chart for each (0 SAVE POSTAGE. Enclose only $1.98 now and we pay | 
- “ section of leg according to height and weight; postage. Same refund guarantee! 
perore also, how leg development may improve gen- at 


—Mrs. T. H., Ft. Worth, Texas. eral health, Mail Coupon TODAY ! 
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Men 42 Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 


works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 



















If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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RAVEEN Dept. t-s f 

Money back qu arantee 2 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. ; 
. > Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no i 

Try RAVEEN according to direc- fs risk offer. i 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- a CI enclose $1.20 (1 Send C.0.0. plus postage 
turn unused portion of jar and full Fi ime i 
purchase price will be immediately 5 
refunded. Ba] Address, : 
| City State. } 
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knows where she’s 
knows what she likes. She 
picks the best of the latest in fashions. . . 


She’s on her toes... 
going... 


shirewaist dresses, Italian silk scarves, 
dangle bracelets. But when it comes to 
personal aids to good grooming, she’s 
really fastidious. She insists on Tampax® 
internal sanitary protection. She can’t 
understand how any woman could settle 
for the same kind of external pads that 
made her grandmother uncomfortable. 

She’s up on things. Knows the in- 
rernal absorption of Tampax makes for 
perfect pa: Sy Tampax not only elimi- 
nates cutting belts and chafing pads—# 
can't even be felt when in place. She moves 
about in complete freedom... ridge 
lines don’t betray her... bulging pads 
don’t embarrass. And internal A 
prevents odor, too. No disturbing ques- 
tions buzz through her mind. 

She likes convenience. Likes the 
speedy, easy insertion, changing and dis- 
posal of Tampax. You will, too. Buy 
Tampax (wherever drug products are 
sold), tuck it away in your purse, and 
rake it home to try this month. Choice of 
3 absorbencies (Regular, Super, Junior). 
lampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 






= Doneel by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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THATS YOU 
UP THERE 


where the 





livine’s good! 





That’s YOU, elevated to the world’s 
best living by the proven brands of 
products that never let you down— 
and for a very down-to-earth reason: 
each manufacturer has to live up to 
the highest standard set by his com- 
petitors. His product has to be good 
to survive —it’s as simple as that. So 
if he changes it at all, you can be sure 


he’s aiming at something better. 


That’s why you can shop so confidently, 
so profitably, so easily, by buying prod- 
ucts with responsible names. Living 
on top of the world?— you bet! But 
you’re on ground as safe and sound as 
your own back yard. 


Easy to keep up on what’s good: just 
read the ads in this magazine. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 


INCORPORATED 
A NON-PROFIT EDUCATIONAL FOUNDATION 
37 WEST 57 STREET, NEW YORK 19, N. Y. 


WANT CONFIDENCE? PATRONIZE THE DEALER WHO PROVIDES YOUR FAVORITE BRANDS 













I'd be most thankful if you would print my 
request for pen pals in an early issue of TAN. 
| would appreciate letters and photos from 
American young ladies aged 15 to 40 re- 
sembling the models featured in JET and TAN 
magazines, liking rock ’n’ roll and everything 
that swings and makes happy in music and 
life, and willing to engage into an open-minded 
letter exchange and picture magazines ex- 
change. Will give priority to airmail letters 
from Lionel Hampton and Count Basie fans. 
| thank you in advance for fulfilling my wish. 

Henry Bera 
17 Jacquemaire Clemenceau St. 
Paris 15, France 


We are seven lonely G.l.’s in Korea. We 
would like to correspond with lonely girls 
back in the States. We are great admirers of 
your magazine. It keeps us hep to the latest 
happenings. Thank you for your kindness. 

P.F.C. Leroy Allen 

P.F.C. Ollie Hayes 

P.F.C. Kenneth Lee 

P.F.C. Samuel Lloyd 

P.F.C. Larry McCarter 

P.F.C. Lester Ricks 

P.F.C. Eddie Thomas 

Co. A, 19th Inf. Regt. 

A.P.O. 24 

San Francisco, Calif. 


|! am a very lonely airman stationed in 

Greenland. | would like very much to corre- 

spond with some nice girls between the age 

16-21. I am 19 years old, 6’2” in height and 

weigh around 187-193 lbs. I am of medium 

complexion. I am a native of Milwaukee, Wis.. 

but have traveled over most of the West Coast 

and Midwest. Am willing to exchange photos 
and will answer all letters. 

A/3c Richard Long 

AF 16 527 142 

1983 AACS Sqdn. N/Mt. 

APO 23, New York, N.Y. 


| am a very, very lonely guy, very far away 
from home and friends and would like to 
correspond with some young ladies from the 
ages of 17 to 21. I am a very cool cat—some 
say handsome—and dig dancing at the most. 
| am 21, 5’ 11”, and have a medium brown 
complexion, brown eyes, black wavy hair, col- 
lege graduate. Did construction work before 
being drafted into service. My hobbies are 
traveling, sports, and I sometimes listen to cool 
jazz all night. Will answer all letters and gladly 
exchange photos. I have a friend by the name 
of Claude Millet at the same address who 
would also like pen pals. Your lover boy, 
Pvt. George L. Thompson 
Heavy Mortar Co. 
Oth Inf. Regt., 2 Inf. Div. 
A.P.O. 937, Seattle, Wash. 


| would like some help on how to make new 
friends. 1 don’t have but one leg, but I can 
get around like the other boys. Am a Negro, 
28 years old, 5’9%4”, 150 lbs. black wavy hair. 
brown complexion and black eyes. Would 
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like to hear from girls and will gladly answer 
all letters received and exchange photos. 

Lewis Frederick 

1421 Avenue A. 

Opelika, Ala. 


| am interested in corresponding with girls 

from the ages 14-22. I’m very friendly and 

would like to have the chance of meeting them 

at some future date. I’m 18 years old, 5/5”, 

153 lbs., black hair, brown eyes. My home 

town is Cleveland, Ohio. My favorite pastime 

is record collecting. If any girls are interested 
in writing to me my address is: 

Pvt. Charles Jackson 

RA 15560412 

How. Co., 2nd Bn. 

llth Armd. Cor. Regt. 

Fort Knox. Ky. 


It is my desire to correspond with persons. 
male and female, all over the world with whom 
] may exchange interests, hobbies and friendly 
chats. I am 26, complexion brown. My hobbies 
are photography and exchanging of news- 
papers and magazines. | will gladly answer all 
letters. 

Torry B. Skeete 
Whitepark Road 
St. Michael, Barbados, B.W.I. 


| am a young Negro woman of 20 and am 
especially interested in your Pen Pal column. 
[ have been married but it didn’t work out. | 
also have three fine boys. I am not very in- 
terested in marriage right now but I get so 
very lonely sometimes. I would like to corre- 
spond with men and women; nationality doesn't 
matter. I am of dark complexion, 5’4”, 125 lbs. 
Would like very much to exchange photos. 
Arline Johnson 
11806 S. Robin St. 
Los Angeles 59, Calif. 


We are four bachelors and don’t like it. We 
are not financially as strong as Billy Ward 
nor are we professional. But we would very 
much like to hear from lonely hearts in your 
Pen Pal club. 

A/lc L. C. Crofton AF-1840 7635 
A/2c Larry E. Goldman AF-1845 9715 
A/le Jack Nichkens AF-4215 6102 
A/2c Robinson AF-3471 7873 

Our address is the same: 

6611th AB-Gp A.P.O. 858 

New York, N. Y. 


I am a youth now residing in Bahrein. | 
would like to have pen friends from all over 
the world, irrespective of nationality, cast, 
creed, sex or skin. No matter if writer is of 
any age but please note that he or she should 
not be over 40, for a youth would not like to 
have a correspondent over 35. At the most, | 
take it to 40. I would like to*know the style 
of daily life of people of the West, their habits 
and what not. I can appreciate correspondence 
on all topics. My hobbies are reading, writing, 
photography and stamps. Should any of your 
readers be interested to have friendship with 


PHN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


Keep the 
: 


me, | will reply to their letters. 


K. T. Asarpota 
P.O. Box No. 30 
Bahrein 


(Persian Gulf) 


I'd like you to publish my name in your 
Pen Pal column. I am an African and have 
just come to the States three months ago. | 
am keenly interested in the affairs of the Ne. 
groes and so would like to correspond with 
Negroes—anyone can write me. We shall ex. 
change views and I too will tell them more 
about my country and even, if possible, get 
them native crafts from home. | am 22 and of 
male sex. I will answer all letters. 

Fola Soremekun 
Tabor College 
Hillsboro, Kans. 


|! would be very happy to have Pen Pals 

from all over the world, of any color or creed, 

I am a Jamaican girl, 28 years old, 58%", 

140 lbs. I have a fairly good figure and am 

considered attractive. My hobbies are dancing, 

swimming and reading. My pals need not have 

similar hobbies, as I interest myself in most 

things and we can exchange nice, friendly 

letters. T will exchange snaps and answer all 
letters. 

Marie Brown 

61 Lyndhurst Rd. 

Cross Rds. P.O. 

St. Andrew 

Jamaica, B.W1. 


| have been stationed in Alaska for six 
months, I get lonely and would like to become 
a member of your Pen Pal club. I am 19, 
5/10”, with cocoa-brown skin. I like almost all 
sports, go to church very often and do not 
drink. I would like to correspond with some 
nice girls, from 16-20, and perhaps meet them 
when I get back in the States. I will be back 
in December 1957. I will answer all letters 
and enclose a photo. 
Pfc. Joseph N. Jackson 
RA 18492713 
592nd Trans. Co., APO 987 
Seattle, Wash. 


| have read most of the books that come out 
in the States and in the Far East and yours 
is the best. The stories are good and the fol- 
lowing sections are my favorites, Hollywood 
To Harlem and On The Records. | am a very 





lonely young man, 24, with light brown com ~ 
plexion and brown hair and eyes. | am now it 
the army over here in Okinawa where | wil _ 
be until August 1959. I am sending this mer | 
sage to all young ladies between the ages | 
[ like all types of sports and music. Also like | 
to take pictures and travel around the country, ~ 
particularly to Cuba, Bermuda and the Viigi 
Islands. Will answer all letters and would like 
those who write to send a small photo. 
Sib H. Jones Jr. RA 0339 
Hq Det 8068 APO 33! 
San Francisco, Calif. 
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EDITOR 


MORE ON NEGRO MEN 

I have just finished reading Charlotte Evans’ 

essay, “The Trouble With Negro Men.” It 

would seem that there is a predisposition to 

white men here and Mrs. Evans might have 

saved a lot of time by writing her article in 

one sentence: “The trouble with Negro men is 
that they are not white.” 

S/Set. W. L. Wilson 

Tacoma, Wash. 


In regard to the story in the January TAN, 
“The Trouble With Negro Men” by Charlotte 
Evans, I have these few comments to make. I 
am a sergeant in the U. S. paratroopers and 





have covered a portion of the world myself and 
was in the Korean war, but I won’t judge the 
women of my race the way she has judged the 
Negro man. I am glad she married an English- 
man for if all Negro men feel toward her the 
way I do, then she would be lost in a world of 
her own, 
Sfc. Robert L. Johnson 
Ft. Bragg, N. C. 


In regard to Mrs. Charlotte Evans’ article 
“The Trouble With Negro Men,” all of you fel- 
lows, married or single, hep or lame, take a 
tip from the kid and get on the kick, face the 
facts. If anything in this article pertains to 
you, take steps to do the right thing. Analyze 
the story and be man enough to correct the 
faults you may have little by little, and | 
bet it will do a world of good. Do it now! How- 
ever, if this article doesn’t pertain to you, try 
to circulate it to your friends. Hats off to 
Charlotte Evans and above all, to our beloved 
women. 
Bill Smith 
Air Force Station 
Osceola, Wis. 


I would like to comment on “The Trouble 
With Negro Men” by Charlotte Evans. I think 
the only trouble with Negro men is that they 
aren’t given full rights and opportunities. 
Further, a happy marriage can’t be bought. 
You have io make it happy, so why should 
she try to sell interracial marriage? I am glad 
that very few of our women think as Charlotte 
does. 

Mrs. Geneva Maxwell 
Boston, Mass. 


There is only one “trouble with Negro men” 
and that is Negro women, who don’t know 
what it is to take a man for better or worse. 
The main reason the Negro man cannot make 
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better progress is that when we make one 

step up, women like Charlotte Evans pull us 

two steps down. And if she has the man she 

wants, why isn’t she satisfied? What does she 
hope to gain by writing this article? 

Charles Hall 

Los Angeles. Calif. 


IN DEFENSE OF WOMEN 


I'd like to reply to your recent article “Do 
Japanese Women Make Better Wives?” In my 
opinion, the Negro husbands were not so wise. 
A man and wife are supposed to help each 
other and a man who loves his wife doesn’t 
want her to be his slave, and he should be 
willing to bathe himself unless he is helpless. 
Yes, a man is supposed to be the head of the 
house but he is not supposed to use his wife 
for a door mat or slave. 

Mrs. Florence Henegan 
Enid, Okla. 


CRAZY, MAN 


I’ve just finished digging that November 
TAN. Believe me when I say it’s my favorite 
mag and by all means the most. You see. | 
am in Korea and it takes longer for me to 
get this real gone mag, and time goes by 
so slowly. Those exclusive features are enjoyed 
immensely by the fellows and me. This mag 
is well put together and digging it is a pleasure 
at any time. So I'll say for us as well as other 
TAN readers, keep up the petite work and 
everything will be real crazy. 

SP/2 Junior S. Vinson 
San Francisco. Calif. 


AND GONE, TOO 
I have read TAN’s pieces on Miles Davis 
and Duke Ellington. They were far out. The 
cat who wrote them must be gone, too. 
G. A. Shaw 
Dallas, Texas 


( Easier, surer srotectiad for your most intimate marriage problem 
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NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


Tested by decters 
Trusted by women 
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Mail this coupon today 











sy sted by doctors... proved in hospital clinics 


1. Antase pl uc ( Protective, germicidal action) 

Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 

new formula releases its antiseptic and germicidal ingredients 
right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at body 
temperature, forming a powerful protective film that permits 
long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 

Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effeetive than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or “‘disinfectant’’ odor themselves. 


3. Convenrent (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. They’re 
greaseless and they keep in any climate. Your druggist has them 

in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


jon eel OO expen Dept. T-75 


orwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 








plain envelope. 
Name. 
(ovease print) 
Street. 
City. Zone. State. 








“So, you think you'll have your men 


I never meant to become a | "aoe in my home, do you?” she demand. — 
u sree ed. Then she slapped me—hard. 


cheating wife, but when I 


needed love and understand- 
ing, the man I married was 


too weak to help 





HAD THAT don’t-give-a-damn feel- 

ing. The kind a woman gets some- 
times when things aren’t going right and 
she doesn’t know how to make ’em go 
right. Things certainly were going all 
wrong for me. 

The dishes were only half done, but | 
was through! I was disgusted with every- 
thing—the place I lived in, marriage, 
life. Giving way to my mood, I slammed 
the dishrag viciously into the sink, 
splashing sudsy water all over the kitch- 
en. I whirled on my heel and dashed out 
of there, heading for my room down the 
corridor. 

I felt like screaming. Oh, what a mess 
I'd gotten myself into when I married 
Tom Harper. / felt like crying. Id lis- 
tened to Tom as he painted rosy word- 
pictures about the beautiful life we'd live 
in all the wonderful years ahead. I’d 
married him with stars in my eyes, with 
faith in the future, with the sincerest de- 
sire to make him the best wife a woman 
ever was. 

But now what did I have? A pay-off 
in nothing but the blues. I had a hus- 
band who was unsatisfactory, like a 
faulty washing machine, only I couldn’t 
turn him in and get a good man in re- 
turn. Marriage didn’t work like store 
deals. Tom was, to put this another 
way, like some piece of bric-a-brac you’re 
attracted to in a gaudy store window, 
buy, then cart home only to find that it 
doesn’t fit your scheme of things. I had 
one room to live in, and that was far- 
fetched from the palace I’d bargained for 
when I came under the spell of Tom’s 
spiel. I had a tall, angular, stern-faced 
mother-in-law who spent most of her 
time trying to find out what “the young- 
er generation” was coming to—and she 
always came up with the same answer: 
she wasn’t sure what it was coming to, 
but she was sure it wasn’t going any 
place. 

Some life, Pll say! 

I had slumped down on the bed in our 
room to have a cry. I needed tears. I 
wanted tears. Great, big, salty tears. I 
wanted the relief a woman gets when she 
has a good cry. But tears wouldn’t come. 
Instead, I got mad. Good and mad. 
About everything. I was mad enough to 
go back to the kitchen and break up all 
the dishes. That would serve Mom Har- 
per right. Break up all those prized 
plates. Twist and bend her fine silver- 
ware. Smash (Continued on Page 60) 
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PUETHY 


Questionable Love 


I used to be subtle and cunning 
Now I show my heart for all to see 
But why does the man I love 
Never seem to notice me? 


Deep down in the cellar of my soul 
I sob out my tortured plea 

If all the world loves a lover 
Then why don’t you love me? 


—Elizabeth Evans 


What’s Missing? 


Perhaps I miss the way you smile 
Or how you part your hair, 

Or maybe just the scent of you 
Or colors that you wear 


It’s hard to tell what I miss most, 
(Since you’re no longer here) 
These fragmentary things recalled, 

Or all of you, my dear 
—J. K. Hart 


Nocturnal Lament 


The night draws near 
For the day is through 
My arms are empty 
And I long for you. 


I watch the door; 
I patiently wait 
The hours go by 
It’s very late. 


I need and want you 
Here with me, 
Not just today 
But eternally. 


I know you won’t 

Be home anymore 

For I’ve waited like this 
Many times before. 


The night is here 
The pale moon beams 
And all I have 


Are fruitless dreams. 
—Joyce Hayden Gannon 
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Invitation 


Come and see my dusk of silver 
With its broken dream blue wing, 
Silent bells of yellow starlight, 
Much too lost and lone to ring,— 


Let me show you how my twilight 
Slowly lingers on and past, 

Longs and listens for a footstep, 
Waits until the very last,— 


Help me find the old moon’s halo, 
Song that used to revel there. . . 
Come and see how much | miss 
you— 
Come and see how | still care. 
—Gladys Martin 


Perfectionist 


Love me, dear, or do not 
Smile on me, 

Nor show by word or glance 
That I am near; 

If yours is but 

A smile by chance, 

Then go— 

And leave me here. 


—NMildred Spahr Cuozzo 


Progression 


When last we met face to face, 

It was almost like the old whiplash 

Encircling my tense body, 

The tip of the cruel thong 

Biting into my heart like a hot 
fork. 

But I passed on, smiling a little, 

Shedding no blood that time. 

You knew not of this near-miracle: 

I am immunely in love—again. 


—Bill Smallwood 


Kiss and Tell? 


I love to kiss your lips, my Dear, 
They have a gentle touch, 

They thrill me so, and yet I fear, 
They talk too much. 


—Maude Harger 











Isn't it good to know 
you're using the very best! 





For a dressing that’s completely 
pure always insist on genuine 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
in the BLUE SEAL package. 




















When it’s petroleum jelly you need, be sure 
it’s genuine ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly in | wld 
the Blue Seal package. Clear, clean a — a 


‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly is a completely 
pure dressing. If it weren’t, doctors wouldn’t 
recommend it! — 
Rub just a little on the palm of your hand. \V/ | , 

See how much smoother it is. That’s because RY ne 
it’s completely free of impurities. No 
unpleasant grit. No unpleasant odor. 

Don’t take chances with inferior dressings. 
Insist on pure ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 


"HITE PETROLEUM JEL’ 





Reader's Digest calis it “The Wonder Jelly!” 
VASELINE and Blue Seal are the registered trade marks of Chesebrough-Pond’s Inc. 
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“Saturday’s no 
fun anymore” 


T sure used to be, though. Up early — even 
before the sun hit the window sill. 
Then tip-toe into Dad’s room to wake him up. 
Sometimes it isn’t easy. 


He’s up now. Careful not to wake Mom. Now 
you're dressed and in the kitchen where you 
and Dad whip up a swell breakfast together. 
Doesn’t the coffee smell good? And the bacon 
frying .. . the hot rolls. A real man’s breakfast. 


“What’ll it be today, Tommy?”’, Dad asks. 
“Want to toss a ball around? How about 

a ride out to Blue Lake? Bet the trout are 
jumping. You call the shots, son. It’s your day.” 


That’s the way it was. The way you thought 
it would always be. You’re not supposed to 
cry because you’re a big guy now. But when 
you ask “why” no one knows how to answer 
you. What’s cancer anyway? Why did it 
take Dad away? 


For little lads like Tommy—with fun in their 
hearts and a glove in their hands—cancer 
deals a cruel blow. Today, because of cancer, 
there are more than 160,000 children who 
have to learn to live without a father. 


Yet there is hope. Hope for a final, certain 
cure for cancer. The men and women in our 
research laboratories are working night and 
day toward this end. But they need your 
help. Badly. 


There has never been enough money to carry 
on all the research that needs to be done. 
Can you afford to remain indifferent to this 
enemy that strikes 1 out of every 4 Americans? 


We need your support. Give generously. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 


GENTLEMEN: I want to help conquer Cancer. 

0 Please send me free information about Cancer. 

© Enclosed is my contribution of $ niesisiacagr a 
the Cancer Crusade. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 


a 
MAIL TO: Cancer, c/o your town’s Postmaster. 
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By 
James Goodrich 


HINEAS NEWBORN, JR., is the 

odd-named young piano sensation 
whose fleet-fingered artistry was first 
made known to the jazz public in an 
Atlantic album release entitled “Here 
Is Phineas.” An immediate hit with 
fans, the package set up Phineas as a 
new talent to be reckoned with in the 
current hot race for keyboard honors. 
He plays eight tunes in the album (Bar- 
bados, All The Things You Are, The 
More I See You, Celia, Dahoud, New- 
port Blues, I’m Beginning To See The 
Light and Afternoon In Paris), 
making for thoroughly listenable music. 

Sounding somewhat like Tatum, 
Phineas flashes brilliantly on the up- 
tempoed Barbados, Celia and Dahoud, 
the Clifford Brown classic. But he ap- 
pears to express himself best on an easy 


riffer like John Lewis’ Afternoon In 


each 





Paris. While one reviewer claims Da- 
houd “comes closest to defining the 
Phineas Newborn style,” the pianist is 
niore appealing on Paris which he tours 
in a relaxed fashion for six minutes and 
46 seconds. 

Phineas’ prime appeal on the sides is 
his fresh approach to swinging jazz. 
Backed by a trio (his brother Calvin on 
guitar, Oscar Pettiford and 
drummer Kenny Clarke), the 23-year- 
old modernist demonstrates that he has 
studied the masters without copying 
them to the letter. He admits he was 
early influenced by his 
pioneers Charlie Parker, Dizzy Gillespie 
and Bud Powell; also at a later time by 
the greatest 88er of them all, the late 
Art Tatum. Yet, despite the influence, 
Phineas is no out and out copy of any- 
body. He has (Continued on Page 73) 
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BABY’S 
NURSER 
LEAKING? 


Can't happen with Davol Nursers! 
Specially vented nipple— 
specially designed bottle and 
collar control flow, so not a 
drop can drip on baby’s bib. 
Flow can be adjusted to suit baby’s 
feeding speed. Works equally 
well with thick or thin formula. 


avon RUBBER COMPANY 
PROVIDENCE 2. f. 1. 





For free copy of 

“Baby Feeding Made Easier," 
write: Davol Rubber Company, 
Dept TA-7-5, Providence 2, R. |. 
Expecting? Piease let us 

know when. 
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WANTS A BABY 


Doctor's Invention Gives nontey 


Any woman new gets her own special days when she 


be most likel pe Lait aB tie aon a Doctor’s 
cuted invention called ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Because ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE (which is a purse-size automatic indicator) quickly 


poy mine Special days when you are most likely 
tertile. a bese f days 

yours we the only gaye when you will oe 

easily and adinny {Ywitea you use ADVIS-A GUIDE. Best of ll Bestof all 


nd the C a nd 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE principle. pi ie es their 





ADVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy time. It can do as much for you because you get 
it with 100% me your 
name and address with 25¢c in coins orstamps. When postman 


delivers your ADVIS-A-G! ‘A-GUIDE sent you ina 
ed pe: with simple apn pesinge 
only $1.7 gies pos: 


tee: Use your ADV fg cube for 10 days. If youare not 
ou ited with 


completely satis! 
belps you in your 


Be 5 
Mrs. J.L. Toes of pases Bivecter, +88 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 Gth Ave., New York 18, LY. 
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DEARLY 


BEL 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 
I have been going steady with 
a boy for a year. I love him dearly, but 
I don’t think he loves me although he 
says he does. My reason for saying this 
is that he is going with another girl too, 
yet when I ask him about her, he says 
he isn’t going with her. I love him and 
don’t want to lose him so will you please 
tell me what to do. Do you think he 
loves me? If so, why does he continue 

going with this other girl? 
Unhappy Sally 

Dear Unhappy Sally: 

Some boys resent the restric- 
tions of “steady” courtship 
and don’t always comply with a 
certain set of rules. Give your 
boy friend a chance to com- 
pare you with other girls. 
Probably he is not ready to go 
steady with any one right away. 

If I were you, I wouldn’t keep 
such a tight rein around his 
neck, but let him “play the 
field” if he so desires. If he 
is as fond of you as he says, 
no doubt he’ll soon tire of 
this freedom and come back 
sooner than expected. I am 
sure he must like you but don’t 
make the mistake of making 
him so miserable that he won’t 
enjoy your company. Next to 
a jealous wife a jealous girl 
friend is just as bad. 
Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
I am 21, have been married three 
years, and am the mother of three chil- 





dren. My husband is 20 and recently he 
bought a car. Unfortunately he is the 
only one who drives it and he goes 
places without taking me and tells lies 
about where he has been. He wouldn't 
spend his off days at home and at night 
would go out clubbing. Later | had to 
go to work, especially after he didn’t 
bring home his pay check for several 
weeks. But he still ran around. Eventy. 
ally the finance people took his car but 
he hasn’t calmed down too much, that 
is until I told him I was going to take 
him to court. So far he has behaved 
right for three days because he thinks | 
have taken him to court, although | 
haven't. I don’t know how long this will 
last. Would you please help me and do 
you think I should leave him or not? 


A. D. 


Dear A. D.: 

Your husband is an imma- 
ture individual even though he 
is 20 years old and the father 
of three children. He is un- 
willing to accept and assume 
the responsibilities of a fam- 
ily. He actually wants you to 
leave him so he can be free to 
play as he pleases. Don’t give 
him this freedom. If he 
doesn’t support his family, 
then not only threaten, but do 
take your problem to domes- 
tic court. It is time he grew up 
and stopped acting like a teen- 
ager with no responsibilities. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I need your help badly. I’m 18 and in 
service and in love with two girls. One 
I broke up with not long ago, but we 
always go back together again. We've 
been going together for more than eight 
years. The other girl and I have been 
dating for about two years. Everytime 
| would break up with Bessie, I would 
always run to Bobby. Now they both 
think I’m going to give them an engage: 
ment ring on my next leave. | don't 
want to hurt either of them, but I’m 
madly in love with both of them. Please 
help me. Sincerely and thanks, 

Jesse 

Dear Jesse: 

Cancel your leave and, when 
your hitch is up, re-enlist. 
Marrying either of these girls 
while you’re still sure you’re 
“madly in love” with the other 
can only lead to real trouble. 
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By Margo Hughes 


CAFE SOCIETY SOPHISTICATES MAY BE 
happy to know that comic Redd Foxx now has four 
volumes of his crazy party albums, each one guaran- 
teed to keep you in stitches. 


ON THE EAST COAST, ANOTHER FAMED 
comedian, Slappy White, who vowed he’d be on tele- 
vision by 1957, finally made it—in a rather peculiar 
fashion, but he’s on television. Slappy’s new act has a 
Jackie Gleason-type introduction (pretty girls and all) 
and when the curtain parts there’s Slappy on tele- 
vision—standing on top of a late model 21” TV set. 


BLIND VOCALIST AL HIBBLER BRAILLED A 
local glamour girl in New York’s Birdland and, as 
only he can do, told her how pretty she was and how 
much he went for the shape of her blue garment. Then 
to her astonishment he whispered: “But your boy 
friend thinks that ponytail is real, and I know it’s not.” 


BILLY WARD OF THE DOMINOES, AFTER 
hiring a private secretary to handle his fan mail re- 
sulting from that confidential-type story “I’m a Bach- 
elor and Don’t Like It” and wading through tons of 
mail, says he still hasn’t found the right girl to marry. 


THE MOST BEAUTIFUL GIRL IN THE 
world, Lena Horne, that is, says she won’t join the 
long list of show biz folks writing their autobiogra- 
phies because she has nothing of interest to write 
about. Life has been nothing but kind to Lena. 


WHILE FATS DOMINO IS BEING TALKED 
about to play the part of Fats Waller in an upcoming 
film biography of the late jazz star . . . Sammy Davis 
Jr. is telling all who'll listen how unhappy he is over 
the script for The Bojangles Story. Junior will most 
likely refuse to do the part unless it is re-written. 


GOOF HONORS OF ALL TIME GO TO THE 
manager-wife of the leader of a famous singing group 
that lost their lead baritone not too long ago while 
on the West Coast. The helpful mate remembered a 
terrific singer on the East Coast, sent plane fare for 
him to immediately join the group then discovered 
when the new singer arrived he was a tenor. The lady 
is not yet convinced it’s impossible to change a tenor 
into a baritone. 


VELVET-VOICED JOHNNY HARTMANN HAS 
been having manager troubles (too many managers 
at one time) and for a while was finding it more 
profitable to not work at all. (Continued on Page 65) 
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Tense, Nervous 
Headaches Need 
This Relief 


A survey shows 3 out of 4 doctors recommend the 
famous ingredients of Anacin to relieve pain. Here’s 
why Anacin® gives better total effect in pain relief 
than aspirin or any buffered aspirin: 


gam ACTS INSTANTLY: Anacin goes to work instantly. 
Brings fast relief to source of your pain. 
mmm MORE EFFECTIVE: Anacin is like « doctor's pre- 
scription. That is, Anacin contains not one, but a 
bination of dically proven ingredients. 


saa SAFER: Anacin simply can not upset your stomach, 


le LESSENS TENSION: Anacin also reduces nervous 
tension, leaves you relaxed, feeling fine after 
pain goes. Buy Anacin Tablets today! 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place, 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
actin: og All ot agama of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. “Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 


DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make yous admire you? Power to earn 
popularity—love? Power to 














money? Power to gain 
make anyone follow you? I will send you —_ 
tion which is the result of scientific research. Thi 


| inteomenies and directions will help you t-. 


terful and —4 greater influence. You will 

be sable to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 

E NOT "DELIGHTED, “YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 

REFUNDED Just send your name address, Pay on 

delivery $2. For peg et or — $2.00 cash or 
money order and I will 

with every pow Fay Teitsmanic Seal of Luck in 


FRE: blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-K 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N. Y. 
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RESTORES liveliness, body to 
thin, mistreated ir—at once! 
Gives thin, burnt, brittle nate 
natural female hormones re- 


quired bd woman's body to stay ~~ = attractive. Stim- 


more blood to 

s 3 look naturally 

fuller, heavier, longer, hold wave better. — wonder- 

4 la without greasiness. Drop directly into 

n, burnt, damaged hair—look younger, 

bealthier, heavier—or money back. Handy dropper bottle, 
2 months supply. 


SEND NO MONEY—7 DAY TRIAL TEST 


ulates tiny blood vessels in scalp. 


| Sone name and address. Pay only $3.50 on arrival plus 


a and tax—on guarantee you must be 
sfied with first results or return remaining HOR- 
MONEX SERUM for Hair and Scalp for money 
Or save ge Send aa which includes tax and we 


MITcHUM COMPANY. Dep Dept. TH-5, Paris, Tennessee 
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I SNAPPED my fingers to the beat of 
the Teenagers’ latest record hit and 
did ,a little dance step in front of the 
juke box. But the other kids didn’t 
join in. Eddie came over to me and 
said, “Come on, Harriet. Ill walk you 
home.” 

Mary gulped down the last of her 
Coke and turned away from the soda 
fountain. “Yeah, we'd better get going. 
It’s late.” 

I grinned and shook my head in time 
with the music. “Are you kidding? It’s 
early yet.” 

Jean and Jane, the twins, started for 
the door of the candy store. “Our 
mother will be down here to drag us 
home in a minute,” Jean said. 

“She'll skin us alive,” Jane added. 

I swung around and shook my hips at 
them. 

“Go on, then,” I said haughtily, then 
added under my breath, “Chicken!” 

Jean heard me. Her eyes flashed an- 
grily. 

“It’s all right for you to talk,” she 
snapped. “You don’t have a mother to 
keep tabs on you and—” She stopped 
and bit her lip in embarrassment. 

I whirled and faced her, my hands on 
my hips. “I don’t have a mother, 
period!” I retorted. “And I like it 
that way. Dig?” 

Jean shrugged and mumbled, “Any- 
way, I’m sorry I said it.” She motioned 
to her sister and they walked out, with 
the rest of the kids trailing behind. 

I turned back to the juke box and dug 
into the pocket of my jeans for some 
coins to feed the box. As I pushed the 
buttons to select the records I wanted to 
hear, someone came up behind me. It 
was Eddie. 

“You still here? I thought the party 
was over.” 

“T still want to walk you home,” Ed- 
die said. 

I laughed shortly. “You'd better 
catch up with the others. Your mama 
won’t like it if you’re late getting home.” 

“Jean shouldn’t have made that 
crack,” he said. “It’s not your fault that 
you don’t have a mother.” 

“And what’s more, I don’t want one 
if it means you can’t have any fun!” 
I said bitterly. I always hated it when 
somebody brought up the fact that my 
mother was dead and suddenly all the 
fun was gone. 

‘Tm getting out of here,” I said. 
“This place is dragging me.” 


I hurried out of the candy store. Ed- 
die was right behind me, but I paid no 
attention. I just wanted to be alone. 
After a couple of blocks he was still 
tagging along behind me. I stopped. 

“What do you want, anyway?” I 
asked. 

Eddie stopped too, several feet behind 
me. He said simply, “I want to walk 
you home, like I said.” 

I laughed and shook my head. “Then 
you might as well walk beside me,” I 
told him. “Come on.” 

We started out again, side by side. 
Neither of us said anything until we got 
to the entrance of the building where 
my father and I lived. I looked up at 
the second floor front window. It was 


dark. 





“Ernie’s not home yet,” I said. 

“Ernie?” Eddie puzzled a moment, 
then said, “Oh, yes. I can’t get used to 
hearing you call your father by his first 
name.” 

I shrugged and sat down on the front 
steps. I lighted up a cigarette and Eddie 
said, “Come to think of it, though, you 
and your dad act more like brother and 
sister.” 

“That’s because all we’ve got is each — 
other,” I explained. 

“Don’t you ever wish for—I mean, 
don’t you ever get lonely while your 
dad’s away at work?” Eddie asked. 

“Ernie and I don’t need anybody 
else,” I insisted. 

“But suppose he decided to get mar- 
ried?” 


















We were happy together, my 
father and I. We didn’t need 


a woman = around 
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SO 
































When Eddie decided that I 
needed a mother, I threw a 
monkey wrench in the mar- 
riage—only it boomeranged 


| laughed. “Not Ernie! Why should 
he? I take care of the house for him 
and we have loads of fun together.” 

“But he might,” Eddie continued 
stubbornly. “Suppose he fell in love?” 

“He’s still in love with my mother,” 
[ said hotly. “She was the greatest. I 
don’t remember her very well, but you 
should hear the way he talks about her.” 
I took a final drag on my cigarette and 
flipped it into the street. “Naw, Ernie 
likes things the way they are. And so 
do 1?” 

I stood up and waved my hand ,at 
Eddie, then went into the building and 
up the stairs to our apartment. Maybe I 
should have thanked Eddie for walking 
me home, but I didn’t. Even so. I had 
to admit to myself that he was a nice 
guy and I liked him. He never got 
fresh with me like some of the boys. 


WASN’T boy-crazy like most of the 

girls in the bunch, I reflected as I 
went through the apartment cleaning it 
up, giving it a lick and a promise. 
Maybe it was because I had Ernie and 
not one of the fellows I knew were any- 
thing like him. Except Eddie. He was 
like my father in a lot of ways—quiet, 
dependable, and now that I thought 
about it, always willing to go out of his 
way to help me. 

It wasn’t that the boys found me un- 
attractive. Glancing into the mirror 
over my dresser, I was pleased with 
what I saw. My figure was firm and 
shapely. It was “whistle bait” even in 
the loose sweater and blue jeans I 
usually wore. I wore my hair short be- 
cause it was easier to take care of that 
way. Also, it was more convenient and 
comfortable for sports. I was a tomboy 
at heart and very proud of the swim- 
ming and tennis awards I’d won at 
school. 

But I was even prouder of my smooth 
skin and flawless complexion. Oh, I 
knew I was no raving beauty, but I 
didn’t wear makeup and, I told myself, 
that was the reason my face fairly 
glowed with health. I knew plenty of 
|7-year-olds like myself whose com- 
plexions had been ruined by the cheap 
cosmetics they used in order to appear 
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older and more sophisticated than they 
really were. 

There was no reason for me to do 
that. I had Ernie, so I wasn’t interested 
in boys as steady dates. My father and | 
were closer than most fathers and daugh- 
ters because my mother had died while I 
was so young. He was deeply in love 
with her and I guess the only thing that 
kept him from going completely to 
pieces was me. With a kid of five to look 
after, he decided that he had something 
to live for even though the woman he 
loved was gone. 

So my father took care of me, with 
the help of different housekeepers he 
hired, until I was old enough to handle 
things myself. By the time I entered 
high school, I discovered that in many 
ways I was more mature than my class- 
mates. I could throw together a meal 
of canned and frozen foods in 10 min- 
utes, and on the evenings when Ernie 
had to work late I didn’t mind at all 
waiting alone in the apartment until he 
came home. 

Sometimes I felt a twinge of envy 
when the other kids talked about the 
way their mothers fussed over them and 
showered affection on them. But then 
I'd tell myself that I was better off be- 
cause these same parents always seemed 
to be depriving their kids of fun. Not 
that Ernie let me run wild—as some of 
the neighbors claimed—but I had a lot 
more freedom than other kids my age. 
I came and went as | pleased and he 
rarely scolded me. He trusted me to 
take care of myself. 

I looked at the clock on the kitchen 
shelf. It was almost 10 o’clock. Even 
when he worked overtime Ernie was 
usually home by nine-thirty. I won- 
dered what was keeping him. I switched 
on the TV and curled up in Ernie’s big 
armchair. But after a few minutes | 
lost interest in the show that was on. 

My mind kept going back to thoughts 
I usually tried to avoid. I found my- 
self wondering what it would be like to 
have a mother. Maybe it would be nice 
to have someone to talk to, share secrets 
with in a way I could never do with 
Ernie. Maybe it would be nice to have 
someone waiting at home for me. . 
The sound of footsteps out in the hall 
broke into my reverie and-I jumped up 
and ran to the door. Ernie was home 
at last! 

“Hi, Little Bit!” he said affectionately 
as he came in the door. 


I flung myself into his arms. “lf; 
about time you got here,” I scolded, 
“Now you'll have to wait until I fix 
dinner.” 

“I’m sorry, Little Bit,” he said, pat. 
ting my cheek, “but I’ve had dinner al. 
ready. But I'll have a cup of coffee and 
keep you company while you eat.” 

I hid my disappointment as I moved 
slowly about the kitchen. My father 
sat down at the table. He seemed to be 
lost in thought. 

“Did you stop and eat with some of 
the men from the shop?” I asked. 

He shook his head and smiled. “I had 
dinner with a lady,” he told me. 

I was so surprised I could only stare 
at him. “Don’t look so shocked, as if 
your old man couldn’t get a date any 
more,” he said teasingly. He reached 
out and drew me close to him. 

“Do I know her?” I asked, trying to 
sound unconcerned. 

“T think so. It was Peggy Moore.” 

My heart sank to the pit of my 
stomach. “She lives down the block 
over the grocery store?” I asked in- 
credulously. 

My father nodded and I drew away 
from him, too shocked to say any more. 
The whole neighborhood knew that Peg. 
gy Moore was a flighty man-chaser. | 
couldn’t for the life of me understand 
why Ernie would want to have any- 
thing to do with a woman like that. 

“I’ve been thinking about the way 
we live, Little Bit,” my father said, “Just 
the two of us...” 

“T think it’s fine,” I said sullenly. 

He seemed to be searching for the 
right words. “I know, but—vwell, it’s 
no good for either of us, especially you,” 
he went on. “We need a woman around 
the house.” 

“Tired of my cooking?” 

“You know I didn’t mean that.” My 
father got up and put his arm around 
my shoulder. “A girl needs an older 


woman around—a mother,” he said 


soothingly. 

Eddie’s words leaped into my 
mind. “You mean, you and Peggy 
Moore... ?” 


He nodded. “I’ve been seeing her 


for quite a while, Little Bit. I didn't 
say anything about it before because | 
wasn’t sure it was the thing to do. But 
tonight I asked her to marry me.” 

I jerked away from him. “But you 
can’t marry her, Ernie! Not her,” | 
cried. 
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He frowned. “What do you mean 
‘not her’?” he asked. 

“Why, she’s just a—” I bit my lips, 
reluctant to use the slang term that came 
to mind. “Well, she runs around with 
all sorts of men,” I went on. “People 
say—” 

My father cut me off with a mocking 
laugh. “People say? Since when did we 
pay any attention to what people say, 
Little Bit?” he asked. 

| didn’t answer. 

“Why, if I’d listened to what people 
said, I’d have turned you over to some 
home or put you up for adoption right 
after your mother died.” 

He was right, and I knew it. Still | 
couldn’t help being angry over the sur- 
prise he had sprung on me. “But you're 
trying to get rid of me now,” I said ac- 
cusingly. “Maybe it would have been 
better if you’d done it when | was a 
baby.” 

He came over to me and put his arms 
around me. “You know better than 
that,” he said. “I’m not trying to get 
rid of you. I just think it’s about time 
I made a home for you, a real home and 
not just a place to hang our hats.” 

“Don’t do me any favors,” I snapped. 

He stepped back and let his arms 
drop. He shook his head and said, “I 
don’t know why you're acting this way, 
Little Bit. I’ve always tried to do the 
right thing as far as you’re concerned.” 
He moved slowly back to the table and 
slumped into a chair, with his head in 
his hands. He began to talk, slowly as 
if to himself. 

“For a long time now I’ve realized 
that a teenage girl needs a woman 
around her. It was all right when you 
were just a kid. I could handle things 
then. But now—I don’t know. 

“I could have married several differ- 
ent times,” he went on, “but each time 
I was afraid I might not be doing the 
right thing.” 

My father came over and lifted my 
face in his hands. “But this time I’m 
certain, Little Bit,” he said. “Peggy is a 
fine woman. I love her and I’m sure 
that you will too, once you get to know 
her.” 

“But I don’t want her for my mother. 
Ernie,” I said, half pleading, half de- 
fiantly. 

“I’m sorry you feel that way, Harriet, 
because that’s the way it’s going to be.” 
my father said firmly. “Peggy and I are 
going to be married Friday.” 


“You can’t!” I shouted, 
brimming with tears. “I won’t let you.” 

He shook his head. “I’m afraid 
there’s nothing you can do about it, 
Little Bit.” 

I twisted away from him and ran to 
my room. I locked the door and flung 
myself on the bed. I felt as if the whole 
world had collapsed in on me. It was 
the first time I could remember that my 
father hadn’t smiled tolerantly and given 
in to my demands. “There’s nothing 
you can do about it,” he had said, and 
I realized that those words were the 
real reason for my bitter tears. 

I had always prided myself on being 
grown-up, being past the stage of crying 
because I couldn’t get my way. Yet, 
here I was sobbing helplessly when the 
solution was to do something about the 
situation. And it was then that I made 
up my mind to get even with the woman 
who was to be my step-mother. 


my eyes 


N FRIDAY my father sent me to a 

cousin’s house to stay for a week. 
My relatives did their best to show me 
a good time. They thought I was upset 
because there wasn’t going to be a big 
wedding and no chance for me to show 
off in my best dress. Once, when I tried 
to hint around how I felt about my new 
stepmother, my cousin, Mae, said, “One 
thing I give your father credit for. and 
that’s good common sense.” 

She reached over and patted my hand 
in a motherly gesture. “Your father 
wouldn’t marry a woman who wasn’t 
decent. Maybe there was some talk 
about your new stepmother, but you 
listen to me, Harriet. I’m a lot older 
than you and I know one thing. When 
people gossip about a woman it’s usually 
because she still has her self-respect and 
they can’t prove any different.” 

Cousin Mae talked to me a long time 
about how I should act towards Peggy. 
but she might as well have been talking 
to a brick wall. My mind was already 
made up not to like my father’s wife. 
More than that, I was determined to 
wreck the marriage so that things could 
be like they were before. 

If anyone had tried to tell me what a 
wicked plan I had in mind, I would have 
argued them down. What God hath 
joined together let no man put asunder, 
says the wedding vow, but I was posi- 
tive that didn’t apply to me. Maybe it 
was because I had no mother to guide 


me. Maybe it was because I seldom 


went to church, where I could learn 
right from wrong. Most of all it was 
my unreasoning hatred of a woman I 
really did not know. She had come be- 
tween my father and me, spoiling the 
easy-going pattern of our life, and that 
was enough for me. 

However, several weeks passed before 
I got a chance to do anything about the 
situation. Meanwhile, I returned home 
and waited for my chance. When I 
walked in the door, my father and 
Peggy greeted me with open arms. 

“Here’s our baby, Peg.” my father 
called out. “Here’s the rest of our little 
family.” 

“Hello, Harriet,” Peggy said, smiling. 

“Hi,” I greeted her coolly. I let my 
father kiss me, then I backed away, not 
wanting to start out with any phoney 
demonstrations of affection toward Peg- 
gy. I did it so abruptly it showed. 

“Hey, don’t forget your beautiful 
mom!” Ernie reminded me. 

I stood there for a moment, staring 
at her defiantly. I wanted to see how 
she would handle this. When I made no 
move towards her, Peggy said, “Ernie. 
darling, I think Harriet is at the stage 
where kissing is embarrassing—aunless 
there’s a good-looking boy on the re- 
ceiving end,” she added with a wink. 

“Smart girl,” I said to myself. I 
couldn’t help admiring the smooth way 
she covered up the awkward situation. 

Ernie turned his baffled gaze from me 
to Peggy and back again. “Well, maybe 
you're right,” he said at last. “A woman 
knows more about those things than a 
man. That’s why I’m glad to turn every- 
thing over to you. Running the house, 
cooking, sewing—and taking care of the 
baby here,” he added, hugging me close 
to him. 

I had been all set to give Peggy a 
hard way to go right from the start, but 
I changed my mind. Ernie was so crazy 
in love with her that he’d take her side 
against anyone—including me. No, the 
smartest thing for me to do was pretend 
everything was fine and wait for my 
chance. 

Peggy was a tall, shapely woman in 
her early thirties, and she was plenty 
good looking. The way Ernie’s eyes lit 
up whenever he looked at her was a 
dead give-away how much in love he 
was. I had to admit that she seemed to 
be just as much in love with him. She 
was kind and thoughtful, too. 

One day she (Continued on Page 51) 
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‘OMORROW WILL BE our tenth 
wedding anniversary. Ten years. It’s 
ig slice of anyone’s life, but an extra 
ige hunk for a marriage like ours; a 
irriage that was entered into simply as 
deal—a convenient arrangement. 
There'll be a gay party in our honor 
morrow night at one of the big Har- 
clubs and a lot of important people 
| be there to drink toasts to one of the 
ntry’s most popular bandleaders, Ger- 
1 Dean, and me, his wife Sally. 
But it will be a hollow celebration for 
th of us, for we know that our mar- 
ge is no marriage at all. It never was, 
d it never will be. Ours was a shot- 


un wedding without the shotgun, or the 


ial cause for one. 
Gerald and I got married because we 
rured we had to. And when we walked 


lown the aisle that lovely May day a 
lecade back, the smiles on our faces, the 
tender glances we stole at each other, 


e all part of the act; as genuine as 
ifederate money. 

[ recall thinking bitterly as I played 
role of blushing bride that I would 


never become entangled in this 


mess if I hadn’t become a model—and 
that I'd have never been a model if it 
hadn’t been for Jimmy Owens. 

I was minding my own business and 
satisfied with life before Jimmy came 
along. Why not? I hadn’t a worry in 
the world. I had an excellent job for a 
girl eighteen years old. I was a sales- 
girl in the cosmetics department of a 
well-known beauty establishment which 
had its New York headquarters in Har- 
lem and branches and agents all over the 
country. Mrs. Steele, my boss, who had 
built herself a fortune in the business, 
was interested in my career and con- 
stantly promised me advancement pro- 
vided I kept up “the good work,” as she 
called it. 

I lived with a couple of the swellest 
parents who ever had a daughter and, 
while they were nowhere near financially 
independent, they were both working 
folk who didn’t have to worry about the 
next meal. They refused to allow me to 
contribute a penny of my salary to the 
home. Consequently, I was able to in- 
dulge my favorite hobby—being a clothes 
horse. Equipped with a knack for snif- 


fing out bargains in hats, suits, dresses 
and coats—and a bargaining instinct 
which would have done a UN delegate 
credit—I managed to maintain my status 
as one of the best-groomed young women 
in Harlem. Somehow, I could always 
locate the small, out-of-the-way shops 
where I could buy clothing in excellent 
taste and looking for all the world like 
it cost twice as much. 

I had a baker’s dozen—at least—of 
eager, highly eligible young men to take 
me dancing and dining and, on my 
eighteenth birthday, I had regretfully, 
but tactfully turned down at least five 
promising men who wanted to marry me. 
I don’t know exactly what I was holding 
out for, but I was holding out. 

Yes, things were going smoothly until 
Jimmy Owens came on the scene with 
his big-scale ideas. Jimmy was the type 
of man who many girls like to go out 
with but who they’re almost scared to 
marry. He always looked like a maga 
zine ad come to life. Attractive, regular 
features, black, wavy hair, interesting 
shoulders—just one of those dream boats 
who looks too (Continued on Page 54) 











Gerald’s arms and lips were 

like no other’s. And when I| 

was with him, I knew I could 
be true to no other man. 
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EDITOR’S NOTE: 





This is a story of passion, violence and tragedy. It is not a pretty 
story. It is, nevertheless, a revelation of one man’s love for a woman, 
and of that man’s divine capacity for forgiveness. It is because of 
this humble man, Willie Moore, that TAN presents this true story. 


This was something more than the usual lover’s tri- 


angle. This was a woman seeking love because 


of her husband’s inabilities. 


found it where she thought he could best 


understand— in the arms of his very best friend 


T WAS SATURDAY, November 5, 
1955. A few stars still clung to their 
places in the skies over Detroit. The 
moon was readying to surrender its place 
to the ambitious sun. Below, on the east- 
side, a blanket of last week’s snow lay 
pressed against Mother Earth’s breast 
like a plague. And on the concrete and 
asphalt streets, the frozen slush had 
meshed with yesterday’s cigarette butts 
and the day-before debris. It was quiet, 
no one was abroad. No one except 38- 
year-old Martha Moore, who lay shiver- 
ing in a cold unheated place of ambush, 
her husband’s car, parked on Frederick 
Street. In her hands, numbed by the 
freezing temperature, were two guns. 
One, a .38-caliber pistol, belonged to her 
husband’s best friend, 30-year-old Eddie 
Bruce, who lived just across the street 
from her. The other, a neat .32-caliber 
pistol, belonged to her husband, 46-year- 
old Willie Moore. 

For hours Martha had sat in the dark- 
ened car brooding. She was determined 
to kill Eddie Bruce, her lover. Then she 
thought of her own husband who lay in 
her bed sleeping. But she drove thoughts 
of him out of her mind as the dull yel- 
low headlamps of a 1953 model car 
bathed the streets in an eerie light. Mar- 
tha stiffened, gazed intently as the car 
stopped midway the block. There were 
two people in the car. The car sat there 
for a minute, long enough for lovers to 
have a Jast kiss. A woman got out, a car 


She 


By MARC CRAWFORD 


door slammed, the gears meshed, and the 
sedan raced past the car where Martha 
was hidden. It was, she recognized, Ed- 
die Bruce and she knew what he was 
doing. He would cruise the block sev- 
eral times, and observers would think he 
had come in alone. He had let Lucille 
Gore out of the car a block from her 
house, so it would also appear that she 
had been alone. 

Lucille Gore, 26-year-old mother of 
five, was happy, she had been out with 
her lover, she was humming. There was 
no thought of the conference she had at- 
tended 11 days earlier; the one attended 
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A short path to a secret rendezvous was travelled by Martha Moore, who for five years 
left home each day to visit her husband’s best friend, Eddie Bruce, who had a room on 
second floor of house across the street (see arrow). Martha kept house for Eddie, too. 
























by her husband, Eddie Bruce and Mar- 
tha Moore; a conference at which she 
had agreed to leave Eddie alone. There 
was only the memory of an evening 
spent with Eddie, whose kisses were still 
warm on her lips. 

Lucille was startled by the sound of a 
slamming car door, and saw a deter- 
mined Martha Moore silhouetted against 
the first rays of dawn, a .38 caliber pis- 
tol clutched in her trembling hands. 
Buxom Lucille Gore’s eyes widened in 
terror. Four times Martha’s finger 
yanked the cold metal of the trigger. 
Lucille crumpled as a hail of bullets 
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ripped through her face and head. She 
lied on the spot where she fell. Return- 
ng to her hiding place, Martha got her 
32-caliber pistol, raced to the garage 
where Eddie parked his car. He had 
heard the shots and knew instinctively 
who had fired them. He knew who the 

id woman approaching the garage 
vould be. Trapped inside, the desperate 

in circled the car in a hunched posi- 

mn, exposing none of himself to Mar- 
ha’s wrath or her metallic messenger of 
leath. He crouched absolutely still, then 
lunged on Martha Moore from behind 
ind wrested the pistol from her. 

Dejected, Martha went home. She had 
She awakened her husband Wil- 
lie and told him her feet were cold. De- 

stedly Willie rose from his bed and was 

issaging her feet when police knocked 
his front door. Willie, an illiterate 
who has yet to read or write his first 
didn’t understand why they wanted 

) take his Martha away, and only began 

comprehend hours later when police 
patiently explained it to him. 

Martha, he learned, had been going 
with his best friend, Eddie, for five years. 
Willie listened in awed silence as half a 
decade’s history slowly seeped into his 

nsciousness. But this, reasoned Willie, 
vas impossible. After all Martha was, 
Willie said, the best wife a man ever 


failed. 
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kept his clothes clean and pressed no 
sooner than they were dirtied. She 
cooked his favorite dishes as nobody else 
could ever hope to. 

Why his every wish was Martha’s com- 
mand. They laughed and joked and 
spent hours talking daily throughout 
their 12 years of marriage. Martha was 
wonderful. Why, you could ask the pas- 
tor of the New Mount Moriah Baptist 
Church. Any time the church was hav- 
ing an affair, Martha could be counted 
on to raise more money than anyone 
else. She was the head of the usher 
board and a pillar in the church. In fact, 
the night of November 5 she was to have 
presided over the dedication of her 
church’s new building. If you didn’t be- 
lieve Martha was a good wife, you could 
ask Eddie. Why Eddie was from the 
same county in Georgia where he and 
Martha came from. He remembered, as 
a boy, the day Mister Willie and Miss 
Martha got married. Not always, but 
sometimes, Eddie went to church with 
them, and nearly every weekend Eddie 
came over from across the street to eat 
dinner with them and watch TV. 

Then it dawned on Willie that it might 
not be such a good thing to ask Eddie, 
but Eddie could have told him. For dur- 
ing the trial at which Martha was found 


couldn’t do.’ Her husband understood 


had. She kept his house spotless. She 


Martha had an explanation: ‘I loved my hus. 


band, but there were some things that he 





testified that he had been 
with Martha twice a day, nearly every 
day, for more than five years. Eddie told 
the open courtroom of spectators how 
Martha also kept his room neat, cooked 
his meals, washed his clothes and shared 
his bed after Willie went to work. It 
was ideal. Willie went to work at three 
in the afternoon returning shortly after 
midnight. Eddie, who went to work in 
the morning, was home by six in the 
evening. Martha would cross the street 
and spend the six hours with Eddie, then 
like Cinderella go back home on the 
stroke of 12. 

And Martha swore, even in jail, she 
loved her husband. And if no one else 
believed her, Willie did. Explained Mar- 
tha: “I loved my husband, but there were 
some things he couldn’t do for me like a 
husband should. See, he lost his man- 
hood through arthritis and couldn’t do 
nothing for me. A woman can under- 
stand my need to have a man, I’m no old 
woman. I’m sure a merciful God can 
understand what I did; and I want you 
to know I knew God before I ever got in 
jail. Of course I’m sorry I killed that 
woman, I meant to kill Eddie.” 

Whether Willie had a right to kill 
Eddie never entered his mind, it was oc 
cupied only with thoughts of how to get 


intimate 


guilty of second degree murder, Eddie 
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his Martha back in the little four-room 
flat where they had lived for 11 years. 
He didn’t want to see Martha worried 
or in trouble. He wanted to see her once 
pretty face, laughing and smiling again. 
He wanted to hear the sound of her 
yoice, feel the touch of her hand, know 
the nearness of Martha. Quite simply, 
Willie loved Martha more than he loved 
his very own soul and knew that if he 
lost her, he would lose his very own soul. 

He didn’t hate Eddie, he didn’t want 
to hurt him. In fact, Willie admitted 
that he knew Martha would need to have 
aman someday. But it always seemed 
to be the last thing she was thinking 
about. They had never discussed this 
necessity. 

And Eddie came to Willie and togeth- 
er they raised the money for Martha’s 
defense. Side by side they sat all dur- 
ing the trial. Singly they testified as to 
the proficiency of Martha as a wife. 
Together they heard the black robed 
judge sentence Martha to 15-to-30 years 
in the Detroit House of Correction. 

And even before the judge passed the 
sentence, Eddie Bruce moved into the 
same house with Willie. It may have 
been temporary to begin with, but it 
proved to be permanent all too soon. It 
was permanent when Willie, in the great- 
est speech of his unlettered life, begged 
the judge to give him his Martha back. 
He needed her, he told the judge, be- 
cause he could neither read nor write. 
And when the sentence was passed upon 
her, Martha begged both men to live 
together. It would be cheaper, she 
pointed out, and Eddie could read and 
write letters from and to Martha, in 
prison, for Willie. 

And the trial took its toll of Willie; 
the people laughed at him, ridiculed him, 
scorned him. But worst of all, the news- 
papers ran pictures of his Martha and 
said nasty things about her. He hated 
them for it. He pushed reporters away 
from his door. Although he lost 30 
pounds during the trying times, big Wil- 
lie’s concern was only for her. 

And so, for more than a year now, 





Eddie and Willie have been living to- 
gether. They share the household chores. 
cook for one another, and share half the 
expenses of the telephone bill, food, 
utilities and the $50 per month rent. 
Each has a separate bedroom in the 
little cleanly-kept flat and both still work 
the same shifts they worked before. 





When the postman comes with the few 
letters Martha is permitted to write, 
Willie sits down happily to listen to Ed- 
die read to him how Martha is getting 
along in the prison laundry where she 
works. He gets all soft deep down inside 
when Martha says, “I love you,” and 
inquires about his health, wonders if he 
has regained his lost weight, and gives 
him advice on how to take care of him- 
self. But Eddie, who held Martha in his 
arms nightly during an illicit era, can 
not write a line to Martha for himself, 
and never tries. And the prison censor 
would not permit Martha to write a line 
to him if she wanted to. 

But Willie is truly happiest when he 
makes the twice monthly trips to the 
prison where he can gaze upon Martha’s 
face, talk to her, pray with her, tell her 
of an undying love he holds for her. This 
Eddie can never do or say until 1966, 
which is the earliest Martha can be 
paroled. 

“IT would,” said Willie, “do anything 
to get Martha out of jail. I'll tell the 
world I love her. If money would get her 
out tomorrow, I’d rob a bank, sell my 
car, there is nothing I wouldn’t do to 


get her out.” 

And how does Willie feel about men 
who can no longer engage with their 
wives in the sexual act? “When a man,” 
advises Willie, 


“is injured and can’t 





Keeping house for himself now, Willie 
Moore still declares his love for Martha, 
would do “anything” to bring her home. 


have his wife anymore, he doesn’t stop 
loving her. And if he loves her, he ought 
to let her have a man when she needs 
him. This don’t mean she don’t love her 
husband.” 

“Yet,” Willie said, “she was wrong, 
but then we’ve all been wrong. Some of 
us just haven’t been caught yet. If you 
carry a pitcher to the well long enough 
at some time you'll drop it.” 

And what of Eddie, how does he feel? 
“IT was not afraid to come here,” he said. 
“Mister Willie is my friend and I never 
felt like he wanted to hurt me. We talked 
it over a little before Christmas (1955) 
and decided to live together.” But un- 
derstandably, Eddie doesn’t like to dis- 
cuss the past. He can imagine what a 
blow Martha’s trouble must have been to 
Willie. After all, Eddie is married, al- 
though separated a number of years 
from his wife who lives in Florida. But 
he admits he has no bad feelings where 
Martha is concerned. This too, is un- 
derstandable. A man can’t live with a 
woman five years and not feel something. 
Yet Eddie, for all the wrong he did, 
never looked upon it as a conquest or 
took joy in the fact that he was using the 
wife of his best friend as his own. To 
him, it was just one of those things that 
would have been better if it hadn’t hap- 
pened. 

Indeed, how- (Continued on Page 66) 





Preparing to cook rabbit for supper, Eddie 
Bruce does his part of the chores around 
home he shares with his lover’s husband. 






















































“Stay away from them,” my color- 
struck mother warned. “Stay away 
from them like you do fire or poison,” 










bit of color made more than a little bit 


ference. By the time I was old enough 
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| DON’T KNOW why I was fool 


enough to marry you in the first 
place,” I screamed hysterically. “My 
mother always warned me black folks 
were evil.” 

The second the words had left my lips, 
| would have given almost anything to 
take them back. But there was no taking 
back and the vicious insult had hit 
Ramon where it hurt the most. I could 
see that in the way his eyes widened, 


the way his jaw tensed. When he an- 
swered me, his tone was steel-hard, ice- 
berg-cold. 

“I’ve been knowing how you felt 
about this for a long time, Ida,” he 
told me. “I’m going to the shop now. 
When I get home, tonight, I’d appreciate 
your telling me whether you’re going to 
leave or whether you want me to.” - 

That’s the way it happened, sharp and 
swift as the climax of surgery. Like in 
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surgery, however, a lot of conflict and 
pain had preceded the final stroke of 
the scalpel. And now—the climax—lI 
had driven out of my life the only man 
who had ever been decent to me; the 
only man of whom I could say “he 
loves me” and know that if day is day 
and night is night that statement would 
be truth. 

Yes, I could say “he loves me.” But 
I couldn’t say I loved him—not when 
angry words were spoken. But that was 
three years ago yesterday. Three years 
ago that I walked out on my husband 
because I was blind—but not color- 
blind. 

I’ve learned a lot in three years and 
I’ve learned it the hard way. I knew 
how much I’d learned yesterday when 
the telegram arrived. The telegram— 
but that’s the closer to the end of this 
story than the beginning. 

I might as well tell the truth or tell 
nothing at all. When I became Mrs. 
Ramon Ward, I loved my husband about 
as much as the average baby loves castor 
oil. I knew it. Ramon knew it and my 
mother knew it. Mother had every rea- 
son for understanding how and why I 
despised Ramon. After all, ever since I 
was old enough to toddle, mother had 
been preaching and teaching a curious 
gospel to me. Succinctly, it went like 
this: that darker Negroes are beneath 
lighter Negroes. Maybe that sounds 
crazy to some of you. But there are 
others, whether they will admit it or 
not, who share this same twisted prej- 
udice which was an ingrained part of 
mother’s makeup. 

It became a very definite part of my 
own makeup too. When I was very 
small, I can recall several times when 
I was out in front of our brownstone 
brick home in Baltimore, playing with 
children of neighbors, Mother slammed 
angrily out of the house to snatch me 
inside and to shake her finger in my 
face and warn me not to play with this 


little girl or that little boy. She never 


did it when my tiny playmates were 
high yellow or tan. But when they were 
dark children, Mother went on the war- 
path. 

As I grew older, Mother’s philosophy 
about color began to unfold and to 
make sense to me. Both she and Dad 
were light enough to pass for white. 
Nature’s paint brush had tinted me a 
light golden (Continued on Page 74) 
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lidn’t like it at all when my manager stuck me out in 


e sticks to train. I didn’t like being away from Mitzi 
ind the bright lights. But then I got a good look at the 
milk-fed farmer’s daughter I had been stuck with 








WAS feeling real blue that 
rainy May afternoon be- 
cause I was stuck on a farm in 
the Berkshire mountains one 
hundred miles from New York— 
and Mitzi. What had me down 
wasn't just the distance between us, 
but my certainty that although I'd 
only been gone two weeks, she was al- 
ready romancing some other guy. 

Worst of all, I Aad to_let it lay like 
that because I'd promised my manager, 
Charley, that I wouldn’t step foot off the 
farm for at least the next two months. | 
had to or he wouldn’t have squared things 
so that I got off with a fine instead of im- 
prisonment. And it would have been a stiff 
jolt because, short of murder, about the worst 
thing a professional fighter can do is to use his 
fists on ordinary citizens. And I’d sure used mine 
on one of Mitzi’s ex-boy-friends. He landed in 
the hospital with a fractured nose, a busted jaw and 
a couple of broken ribs. And I landed in jail. 

If I hadn’t been lushed up maybe I wouldn't have 
even bothered the guy, because I’m definitely not the 
street brawler type. At least I’d never done anything 
like that before. Nor had'I been a drinker, either. Not 
until I met Mitzi. That’s why Charley went all out to help 
me. Then, too, he blamed himself for not keeping a 
closer check on me, even though he had other fighters 
and had to be out of town a lot. But because I'd 
always lived clean and wasn’t a chick chaser, he 
had trusted me to keep straight. 
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“Because | wanted to 


kiss me?” 





I had been a 

chump for one 
dame. I sure 
didn't intend to be 


@ brand new 


chump for anoth- 


er one. no sir! 


But I was only twenty-one. I’d been 
1 Golden Gloves champ before Charley 
took me over and made me a pro. With 
him as my manager I’d done all right— 
good enough for him to bring me East, 
where I’d had six fights with some na- 
tionally rated boys and won them all. 
Five of those bouts were televised, which 
neant pretty good payoffs. They also 
made me known to millions of TV fight 
tans. 

I'd never had much money before. 
Nor much fun. My ambition was to be 
great, like Sugar Ray Robinson. And 
even after I’d been in New York for al- 
nost a year, that ambition had kept me 
working hard and living clean. By then 
I'd made quite a name for myself and 
maybe it went to my head a little. Be- 
ause | started going around with guys 
in the sporting life to bars and clubs 
and such places, getting a bang out of 
being recognized and having so much 
attention paid me. But even then all I 
ever drank was milk or cokes. 

Until I met Mitzi. 

She was a shake dancer in a Village 
club where I went one night with a 
musician friend. Mitzi had straight 
black hair, a golden-tan complexion, 
ultry black eyes and a figure that 
started me looping when she did her 
inuous, exciting Cobra number. 

| was watching her so hard my friend 
udged me and said, “Frankie, don’t 
let those curves throw you into a spin, 
man. 

I gasped. 


“They already have,” 


Wow!” 


“Then straighten out,” he urged, not 


5U 





kidding, “because that babe’s strictly on 
the make. Man, she’s poison!” 

“Yeah?” I asked. “Do you know 
her?” 

“Sure, I know her all right. She took 
me for a little ride, once upon a time.” 

“How about an intro?” 

“Man, I told you she’s poison!” 

“Yeah. Now how about an intro?” 

“Okay, hard-head—if you insist.” 

“Man, I insist!” 

So I met Mitzi that night. And the 
next night. And a gang of nights there- 
after. And thought she was the great- 
est. I’d never had much experience with 
ordinary chicks and none at all with a 
high-powered one like her. Maybe 
that’s why I fell for her so hard and 
was so willing to put out my gold on 
her like it was only confetti. 

I suppose Mitzi really liked me, 
though. At least she certainly made me 
believe she did. She ran with a fast 
crowd, mostly entertainers and mu- 
sicians, where drinking was the main 
pastime. And she couldn’t understand 
why I didn’t drink and seemed ashamed 
because I didn’t. So I broke down and 
started lushing it up, at first only to 
please her but pretty quick, because | 
liked being high. 

That went on for a couple of months. 
I neglected training. I neglected every- 
thing but Mitzi. Then came the night 
in a Harlem after-hours spot when one 
of her former chumps made a crack to 
her that I didn’t like. And I about beat 
his brains out. 

Charley bailed me out of jail and 
paid the guy off not to sign a complaint 
against me and that same afternoon 
drove me to this mountain farm. It be- 
longed to a friend of Charley’s, a char- 
acter named Link Todd, and was high 
in those king-sized mountains, twenty 
miles from the nearest town. The deal 
was, I’d stay there until Charley came 
after me and I’d do whatever work Link 
told me to—without arguing. 

Charley had a talk with me before he 
left. “Now look, son,” he said, real se- 
riously, “I want you to stay here and 
work all that alky out of you and get 
yourself in shape. We’re close to the big 
money and maybe even a title shot. You 
came within an inch of drawing a couple 
of years in the state pen. That would 
have cost you your license and you'd 
have been through, for life. So don’t 
mess up again. If you do, I won’t lift a 
hand to help you. Got it?” 


“Got it,” I said soberly. “I’d be the 
biggest chump in the world to mess y 
again. And I’m not going to. I'll stay 
right here until you come after me.” 

I meant it, too. But as soon as | 
stopped getting the icy feeling in my 
middle every time I thought about how 
close I'd come to going to the pen, 
thoughts of Mitzi started tormenting me. 
I had a craving for her like a dope 
addict has when he can’t score. And 
jealous thoughts wrangled through my 
mind all the time. I moped around like 
I was half dead. 

I didn’t like the farm. I didn’t like 
Mr. Todd or his snippy niece, Elmira. 
Her especially. She’d snigger at how 
clumsy I was when I tried to do the 
chores. That burned me plenty. Be 
cause, after all, I didn’t know from 
nothing about such work, having never 
been on a farm before. Nor was I used 
to getting up before day to play stooge 
to a lot of smelly cows, pigs and 
chickens. 

But after a few days I had to admit 
it was a kind of pretty place. The farm 
itself was in a green valley surrounded 
by big, snow-topped mountains, and the 
air was clean and clear. The house was 
real old-fashioned; a big rambling place, 
without electricity. So, no TV or even 
radio. There was a big barn, a tool 
shed, chicken house, and a spring-fed 
milk house where Mr. Todd put the 
big cans of milk to keep them cold until 
he took them to town, which he did 
every morning. So far as I was con 
cerned though, the best feature was the 
grub. That homely, hinckty Elmira sure 
was a fine cook. 

But even after I started getting used 
to being in that lonely place, Mitzi 
stayed heavy on my mind. And that 
rainy afternoon I spoke of, I was sitting 
in the barn on a feed sack feeling lower 
than a frog’s hind foot. Because I just 
knew Mitzi was playing around with 
somebody else, like she had with me. 
That idea about made me flip! 

“Well, you sit out here and moon all 
day?” 

I jerked around and there posed El- 
mira, a dripping rain coat over her 
head, looking at me like I was a bad 
smell. 

“What difference does it make to 
you?” I asked sourly. 

“None. Dinner’s on the table.” 

“T’m not hungry.” 

“You come on and eat, you hear?” 
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“] said I wasn’t hungry!” 

“Uncle Link said for you to come 
eat!” 

“Okay,” I growled. “I’m coming.” 

Elmira instantly vanished through the 
door. I thought scornfully that she 
didn’t need to be afraid of me because 
| wasn’t thinking about making any 

at a hefty, homely country farm 
chick like her! Acting like I was going 
to grab her or something. Humph! 
That would be the day! 

I grumped on into the house. Mr. 
Todd was already eating and didn’t 
even look up when I sat down at the 
table. Elmira was just taking a pan of 
biscuits from the wood range. I speared 
a couple of golden brown pork chops 
off the meat platter, helped myself to a 
big baked yam, some succotash and 
creamed new peas. 

Elmira set a plate of the hot biscuits 
on the table and when I grabbed a 
couple of them, she remarked, “Thought 
you wasn’t hungry, City Boy?” 

Link glanced at my plate. “Don’t 
reckon he’s gonna starve,” he said, real 
dry. ‘ 
I was tempted to jump up and walk 
out. But the food tempted me just the 


opposite. 


YS WERE bad enough, even when 

there was lots of work, like the hay- 
ing which Mr. Todd, Elmira and I cut 
with a horse mower, loaded on a flat 
wagon and forked up into the barn loft. 
It was a week’s job, and I did the best I 
could, but I’d make mistakes and Elmira 
would cackle and Mr. Todd would give 
me a dry grin. I was sure glad it was 
over. But it was evenings that were 
murder. I mean, up there a zillion 
miles from nowhere, with nothing to do 
and no place to go except to bed. Mr. 
Todd hit the hay when it was barely 
dark. And the minute he went upstairs, 
so did Elmira. Not that I cared, but 
even she would have been somebody to 
talk to. And I’d go outside and sit on 
the porch and torment myself wonder- 
ing what Mitzi was doing. And with 
whom. 

About a week later, I was cleaning 
the manure trench behind the cow stalls, 
a job I sure didn’t like. And as usual 
I got to stewing over Mitzi and I stopped 
work and leaned on my shovel, lost in 
4 fog of jealous speculation. There was 
only one cow in the barn. Mr. Todd was 
treating it for some disease called mas- 


titis. The rest were free-loading on 
the new clover grass in the pasture. I 
hadn’t noticed I was standing behind the 
sick cow until the old devil swished her 
tail and it cut me across the face. 
Startled, I jumped back and landed 
ankle-deep in the manure. 

Did that ever stone me! I hated 
shovelling the stuff, much less getting it 
on me. Swearing angrily, I smacked the 
cow’s rump with my shovel and she 
kicked back at me so fast that in trying 
to avoid her wicked hooves, I stumbled 
and sat down hard in all that cow stuff. 

I got up mad as I ever was, but glad 
neither Mr. Todd nor Elmira was around. 
They would have found what happened 
to me very, very funny. But he had gone 
into town in the truck after feed and I 
supposed Elmira was in the house. So to 
keep her from seeing me, I sneaked out 
the rear of the barn and headed for the 
nearby woods, intending to wash my 
soiled overalls in the brook. 

At least that was my idea when I 
started down the pathway through the 
tall pines and hemlocks which led to the 
deep pool where I’d fished for trout— 
without luck—several times since I’d 
been there. I’d almost reached it when, 
through a small opening in the thick 
underbrush beside the brook, I glimpsed 
somebody—Elmira! I had turned to 
slip away when she moved into full view. 
Then I stopped right quick. Because the 
girl had on only what she’d come into 
the world with! 

Maybe I should have had the decency 
to beat it. Maybe I’m a heel because | 
didn’t. But if there is a thrill more 
powerful than exploding dynamite to a 
man, it’s an unexpected view of an at- 
tractive, unclothed female. It arouses 
raw, primitive reactions! It jolts harder 
than two-hundred proof whiskey, if 
there is such a thing! 

I practically forgot to breathe as I 
stared avidly at the nude brown figure 
of the female hayseed I disliked so 
much. Only I suddenly stopped dis- 
liking her as she stood on the bank 
above the pool, her head thrown back, 
her pointed breasts rapidly rising and 
falling as she caught her breath before 
diving back into the water from which 
she had apparently just emerged. 

All kinds of thoughts seethed through 
me as my eyes drank in every exciting 
detail of Elmira’s lush, curvaceous fig- 
ure. And I wondered how even the 
loose overalls and big, loose men’s shirts 


she wore could have kept me from re- 
alizing how gorgeously she was stacked. 
I thought maybe it was because in com- 
parison with slim, beautiful Mitzi, she 
had looked like so much nothing—all 
over. 

What a blind chump I’d been! For 
three whole weeks I’d paid no atten- 
tion to this cute country chick. I edged 
closer to the opening to get a better 
view, but just then the sleek, voluptu- 
ous brown body arched through the air 
and split the still surface of the pool 
with scarcely a splash. 

Elmira bobbed up and swiftly stroked 
to the bank, climbing out gracefully 
and reaching for a towel hanging on a 
nearby willow branch. That was my 
signal to reluctantly head back to the 
house so I could at least change clothes 
before she returned. Because more than 
ever I didn’t want her to learn about my 
latest mishap and make some snide re- 
mark. 

However, I could have taken my time, 
for Elmira didn’t show all afternoon. 
When Mr. Todd came chugging in, I 
was chopping firewood. 

As though she had timed her uncle’s 
return, Elmira came out of the woods 
carrying a pail heaped with blackber- 
ries. She passed me without a glance. 
That made me sore. Chopping firewood 
was her job. Besides, my doing it for 
her was dangerous for me. The way / 
handled an axe, I was apt to chop my 
foot instead of the pine chunks I was 
splitting. It seemed to me she could 
have at least dropped me a smile of 
thanks. But no, in her opinion, I was a 
city jerk who didn’t know anything 
about important matters, like farms and 
cows and all that rube jive! 

Yet even while those resentful 
thoughts ran through my mind I was 
gazing at her, seeing not her faded blue 
jeans and red-checked shirt, worn with 
the tails out, like a jacket, but the firm- 
fleshed, beautiful body beneath them. 

Mr. Todd climbed out of his truck, a 
short, powerfully built man with a 
weather-beaten coppery face, and walk- 
ed over to me. 

“Reckon you won’t strain your milk 
if you help me unload th’ feed?” he 
asked. “Course if you ain’t heavy 
enough in th’ britches to tote a hundred- 
pound sack of grain, why—” 

I noticed Elmira had stopped, a faint, 
derisive smile on her face. She had 
watched with (Continued on Page 79) 
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‘SWere through,” he shouted 
» atme. “What made-you think 
d_ marry «¢ nut like you?” 








L  hepot I LAID DOWN on a psychoanalyst’s couch nine months ago, | had ad- 

mitted one thing to myself. I was a nut. Perhaps neurotic is more exact. Any- 
way, things were out of focus as if somebody had pulled a rug from under me. I 
was on a merry-go-round that was spinning much too fast. I felt as if any second 
the whole show would fly apart—wooden horses, riders, ticket-collector, everything 
on that merry-go-round. 

Yet, when the day had come for me to see the psychoanalyst, Dr. Graber, I was 
afraid. For the way my mind saw it, I was about to meet a head-shrinker, a guy 
who tears your brain apart and tosses you the ragged pieces. 

Tension mounted as I entered the reception room. But I was soon distracted, 
because a good-looking fellow was sitting across from me, leafing through a maga- 
zine and trying hard to look like he wasn’t sitting there. He was smiling to himself. 
I imagined him smiling at one of those funny cartoons about psychoanalysts and 
patients. 

Somehow our eyes were laughing when they met. His voice was cool and unspec- 
tacular. I answered. He explained, defensively perhaps, that he was there to talk 
with Dr. Graber about his invalid mother. I didn’t tell him why I was there. I 
didn’t want to tell him. I didn’t want him or anyone to think I was crazy; that is, 
neurotic. And even if I wanted to tell him, he was already disappearing into Dr. 
Graber’s office. 

In a little while he was returning to the reception room, then leaving with a 
depressed and hurried goodby. Now it was my turn. I, Doris White, was going to 
be psychoanalyzed. My brain was going to be dredged like a muddy lake. 

I walked into a modern, chartreuse office lined with bookshelves. Exchanging 
greetings with Dr. Graber, well-dressed and about 45, I stretched out on a couch 
he pointed to. Then he took a seat behind me so that I couldn’t see him without 
twisting my neck. I had read once that mental patients feel more at ease not having 
to look at their doctors while talking out their troubles. But as I lay there I was 
so panicky, I couldn’t talk at all. I just lay there, taut, silent, wanting to shed 
scalding tears of self-pity. 

“Relax.” Dr. Graber said sympathetically. “Relax and let your mind wander. 
Don’t try to examine what you’re going to say. Just tell me anything that pops in 
your head. Anything!” 

Well all sorts of things float through your head when you're flopped out on a 
couch. I tried to piece together a sketch of my life. I told Dr. Graber I was born 
an only child. Mother died when I was ten while bringing a stillborn baby in the 
world. I remember bending over and wanting to kiss her in her casket. I remem- 
ber Dad crying and holding me close to him and swearing he would never marry 
again. 

And Dad didn’t. He dedicated himself to rearing me properly even though news- 
paper editing took up: much of his time. It didn’t matter, though, because I was 
in his office almost as much as Dad. And he somehow found time to take me to 
movies and ball games and swimming and all. Even when I grew old enough to 
date boys I wanted to be with Dad. He was always so much fun. 

I told Dr. Graber about how Dad took pains with me, because I was growing up 
in a prudish little town. It was a town where there was little tolerance, where a 
fallen woman was a fallen woman and there was little hope of her marrying a “nice 
man.” I had grown up knowing for sure that I was ex- (Continued on page 67) 

















§ Home again but no longer leader of his 
people, Seretse addresses loyal Bamang.- | 





THRONE 
«FOR 
LOVE 











Stripped of his title as chief of the Bamangwatos and forced to live in exile for 
six years, Seretse Khama paid a high price for the love of his wife, Ruth. 


He was an African king, she 
an English secretary. They 
couldn’t just be two people 


in love 


R THE RIGHT to marry the woman 
he loved and the privilege of dying in 
the land of his birth under an African 
heaven, the pensive brownskin man had 
given up a throne. From his seat behind 
the cockpit, his thirsty eyes drank in the 
scenes he had remembered only in 
dreams and still could not be quenched 
until the plane, some 5,000 feet above it 
all, had set down at its destination, home 
—in the South African Bechuanaland. 
Over the wing tip, off to the right, he 
saw the air strip at Francistown, then 
as he circled, made out the faces and 
bodies of his people, Bamangwatos, gath- 
ered by the thousands to welcome him 
below. Even before the sturdy craft 
ground to a stop that warm October 
afternoon in 1956, he could hear their 
thundering ovation ricocheting off the 
plane’s fusilage: “Palu! Palu!,” they 
crescendoed — welcome, welcome. The 
plane door opened and he strode down 
the ramp onto the ground and was swal- 
lowed up in a sea of his loyal and joy- 
fully hysterical people. Seretse Khama 
had come home. 
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Quickly, the cordon of police which 
| disintegrated in the crowd’s jubilant 
rge re-formed itself and ushered the 
and composed young man into a 
ting car, formed an escort for his 
to Serowe, the capital of the Ba- 
ngwato nation. All along the way the 
il splendor of this direct descendant 
ings, nearly as old as time, was hailed 
flowers strewn in the way and voices 
se from singing his praises. 
sut Seretse could not yet give vent to 
feelings. First he must make a state- 
t to his people in the capitol. Making 
way through the crowd of some 7,000 
ials and tribesmen gathered at the 
»we conclave, Seretse told them he 


was no longer their king and pledged his 
support to the new authority. “I make 
my earnest appeal to you,” said he, “for 
unity for the peace and development of 
the tribe. The most important thing for 
us is the tribe.” 

Then in the gray-green of the African 
twilight, Seretse, who at 33 had lived, 
loved and lost an empire, walked alone 
thinking to himself, his mind racing back 
into yesteryear—to that night when he 
stepped out of a London fog into the 
greatest love story of our time. 

The great banks of gray fog rolling in 
from the English channel hid the loneli- 
ness etched into the face of the young 
man who wandered aimlessly through 
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vite strained relationship with British government during enforced exile in London, 
‘se and his wife Ruth were frequently invited to affairs like cocktail party at House 
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Lords, where they enjoyed warm friendship of Mr. and Mrs. Aneurin Bevan. 





the London streets that night in 194. 
He longed for familiar sights and sounds 
of home, but instead heard only the sim. 
ple laughter of ‘English couples passing 
unseen in the mist. 

For more than three years as a student 
of Oxford, where his uncle had sent him 
in preparation for taking over the Ba- 
mangwato throne, vacant since the death 
of his father when Seretse was three, he 
had heard these people who talked 
through their noses, who sounded like 
they had a mouth full of hot potatoes. 

He could never, in that strange land, 
share their happiness, because he was, 
after all, not like them. He was a king. 
And his uncle Tshekedi, who had been 
like a father to him, had ordered him to 
forget about women, even the beautiful 
African maidens at home, until he had 
completed his studies. 

Seretse missed Tshekedi’s wise counsel, 
longed to talk with him. He remembered 
the letter he had written his uncle in a 
moment of loneliness: 

“Dear father,” (as Seretse then called 
him), “I am sorry you are so far away, 
as occasions arise when I find myself in 
need of your advice. I hope I shan’t con- 
tinue to make as many mistakes as I have 
made up to now. I am still feeling home- 
sick.” 

When Seretse became aware of his 
surroundings, he found himself at the 
entrance of a hostel, a student center for 
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Together in London during early days of 
marriage, Khamas were happy. Seretse was 
later told he could not return to his land. 
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colonial students of the British Empire. 

The lonely young man pushed open 
the door, glumly acknowledged the 
hearty greetings of his friends and 
slumped in a chair, listening to the music 
on the phonograph. Scurrying about the 
center were white girls from good homes 
approved by the colonial office to act as 
hostesses. 

The tall blond girl with the gray-green 
eyes had to repeat her question again. 

“I’m terribly sorry,” Seretse apolo- 


“| wonder if I might fetch you 
some—” she halted. 

Their eyes met, held, flashed a message 
as old as time and in that minute both 
knew that some wonderful magic had 
made their two hearts as one. 

She was Ruth Williams, a $16-a-week 
typist for a London insurance company. 
But more than that, she was the woman 
that Seretse knew he had to go through 
life with. They had no more control of 
what had happened than the conse- 
quences that followed. 

Shortly after meeting Ruth, Seretse 
had diffieulties maintaining his studies. 
He withdrew from Oxford and entered 
the London Law College. Besides it was 
nearer to Ruth. Tshekedi might have sus- 
pected something was happening to 
Seretse, when, for the first time, he com- 
plained that his allowance was not 
enough to live on. But Tshekedi knew 





something was wrong in the next letter. 
“Dear father,” the letter read, “I want 
to inform you that I am getting married 
over here. The matter won’t please you 
and the tribe will not like it, as the per- 
son I am marrying is a white woman. 
Her name is Ruth Williams.” The letter 
was dated September, 1948. 

Never in the history of the Bamang- 
wato tribe had any Bamangwato mar- 
ried outside of his tribe, let alone his 
race, and so an enraged Tshekedi, spout- 
ing fierce anger over Seretse’s disobe- 
dience, succeeded in getting the Bishop 
of London to prohibit any of his priests 
from performing the marriage. 

Determined to marry this woman, 
Seretse appealed to the British Colonial 
office, wrung their aid and then, in de- 
fiance of the strongest taboo in white 
and black Africa, Seretse and Ruth were 
married. 

Following the marriage, Seretse made 
a hurried flight back to Bechuanaland 
to plead with his tribe to accept his wife. 
But Tshekedi had aligned the overwhelm- 
ing majority of the tribe with himself. 
The Bamangwato people ruled: “We 
want you, but not your white wife.” 

Discouraged, Seretse flew back to Eng- 
land and Ruth, Tshekedi’s searing com- 
mand burning in his ears: “Do not re- 
turn again without my permission.” Up- 
on his return, the newlyweds learned all 
too soon that the whole world does not 


The couple’s first child, Jacqueline, was born during Seretse’s 
first year in exile. The daughter is now six. A son, lan is three. 
The children have yet to learn father’s native language. 


Khana children have coloring resembling 
mother, hair resembling father. Jacqueline 
was born in Bechuanaland, Ian in England. 


love a lover, particularly when one is 
black and his love white. Said Ruth’s 
father, a traveling salesman: “I have 
forbidden my daughter to come here 
when I am in the house and I, for one, 
shall have nothing more to do with her. 
I warned her of this before her marriage. 
I have never seen her husband and have 
nothing against (Continued on Page 82) 
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i will teach YOU in 1 DAY! 
How TO 


HYPNOTIZE 
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THREE SHADES 
LIGHTER 





n become lighter, brighter, 
Right before your eyes. 
New, improved NEVOLINE Bleeching Cream is unlike 
- product you ever have used before. No waiting hope- 
ty for months to see the results you want, With the 
mproved NEVOLINE formulo we guarantee you will see 
ovr shin grow 3 shades lighter in ivst 3 deys. 
One 2 oz. jar $1.00. Enclose your re- 
mittance with order Save C.O.D. fee. 
PARIS IMPERIAL, P.O. Box 104M, 
Jackson Heights 72, NEW YORK 
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TEEN 
TALK 





By Jane Walters 


— IS your criteria for selecting 

a date to the prom? Does the guy 
have to look like Rock Hudson and 
dance like Fred Astaire? Are you plan- 
ning to “paint the town red” without 
any consideration for his pocketbook? 
Is a car a vital necessity, or would you 
be willing to hop a bus? 

And fellows, who will be your lucky 
dream date? Will she measure up to 
your high “prom specifications”? Does 
she have to be “picture-pretty” or would 
you mind so terribly if she wore glasses 
and braces on her teeth? 

Questions, questions, questions. Now 
let’s get down to some fancy facts and 
answers and see how you stack up with 
the average teen-ager. 

Boys like girls who are 
and “gen-u-wine” whether they escort 
them to an important party or on an 
ordinary date. If you have these two 
qualifications you’re probably swamped 
with prom bids already. 

While girls are a little vain about 
their own appearance and _ generally 
spend hours perfecting hair styles and 
makeup, they do not emphasize looks 
in others when considering a date pro- 
is more con- 


“for real” 


posal. The wise “chick” 
cerned with a boy’s over-all appearance 
and does not rate handsomeness a 
“must” for dating. If his general con- 
duct is above board, and he doesn’t try 
to out-shine Hollywood’s greatest lovers, 
he is rated as good date material. 

Nor is it necessary for him to have 
the bouncing talent of Sammy Davis, 
Jr., or the pleasing good looks of Harry 
Belafonte as long as he possesses the 
facility for making the evening-a night 
of fun. 

Personality is the key factor in dat- 
ing boy-wise and girl-wise. If your date 





is fun to be with, then his looks are a 


secondary matter. “Never judge a book 
by its cover” are wise words to heed. 

Though your party-mate may look 
like a movie star and swirl with the ease 
of a professional dancer “handsome is 
as handsome does”, and too late you 
may discover that he’s a real “square.” 
Girls enjoy the company of a regular 
fellow who is natural, at ease with his 
date, and bent on showing her a good 
time. 

Boys like a wide-awake girl who has 
a sense of humor and the ability to have 
fun whether he spends one dime or ten 
Neatness of dress and a like- 
able manner rate high too. 

Another factor, girls, that will place 
you high on the popularity list is poise. 
Not the simulated, artificial behavior of 
the false sophisticate, but guys enjoy a 
gal who possesses good manners wheth- 
er she’s watching a ball game or danc- 
ing the Cha-Cha. 

Genuine sincerity and appreciation 
are other characteristics of importance. 
A boy likes to know that he isn’t being 
taken for a “sucker” when he empties 
his piggy bank on a date. 

On the sad side we discover the “date 
egotist.” He is mainly concerned with 
the showmanship qualities of his date 
and whether or not she will “exhibit” 
well. He chooses a glamor girl, not be- 
cause he likes her, but because he is 
hoping to make an impression on his 
buddies. Often he has to recruit her 
from another school. 

The $64.00 question is, “how do you 
rate date-wise for the coming spring s0- 
cial events?” Now is the time to chalk 
up all your good points, strengthen weak 
ones and revamp or discard the bad. It’s 
no fun watching TV on prom night 
while your friends are cutting capers in 
the high school gym. 
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TEACH YOUR CHILD 
TO LAUGH 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


AUGHTER, the best prescription | 

know for the growing child, is good 
for both the mind and the body. But 
laughter, like other health habits, must 
be encouraged as early as_ possible. 
Laughter eliminates nervous tensions 
and clears the mind of annoyances and 
resentments. But crying has the same 
effect. As a parent, you must discourage 
tearful temperament by praising laugh- 
ter. 

When a baby takes a sudden (but 
harmless) spill, what does he do? If his 
mother looks alarmed, he'll probably 
start crying. But if she smiles, he will, 
too! By setting an example, it is almost 
impossible for a child to remain sad or 
glum when those around him are happy 
and content. 

Explain to your child the humor in 
situations which may seem to be any- 
thing but funny. In time, this will teach 
him to look for the bright side of even 
the most annoying things. Encourage 
him to tell the funny stories he reads or 
hears at school. They may not be funny 
to you, but remember that your child’s 
taste in humor is in the formative stage. 
Never criticize him for being too silly 
or noisy when he laughs. The infant is 
likely to think that he should not laugh. 
Instead, you can show him how and 
when to laugh, and how to enjoy laugh- 
ter without annoying others. 

Teach him that a sense of humor is 
a valuable adult quality. But this is diffi- 
cult to create in a person who has ex- 
aggerated ideas of his abilities. Help 
him to be realistic about his failures and 
successes. No one who has a “failure 
complex” can be happy. But a healthy 
sense of humor can help him not to be- 
come angry at himself (or the world in 
general) when he gets into situations 
which he has difficulty in handling. A 
happy smile and a wholesome laugh are 
the best tools you can give your child, 
why not begin to teach him now? 








How to Woo the Sandman 
When it comes to sleeping habits, wee 
ones are certainly individualists. Some 
sleep lightly, others deeply. Some need 
more sleep than others. Some babies 
fight sleep, others welcome it. But over- 
all good sleeping habits can be culti- 
vated with a bit of help from you. A few 
tricks that stand the strain of repetition. 


© Reasonable firmness in sticking to reg- 
ular bedtime hours accustoms baby to 
routine. 


© A warm, dry, well-fed infant is apt to 
succumb to the sandman more quickly. 


©A few minutes of pre-crib cuddling 
or lullabying helps make bedtime a 
happy event. 


©A well-ventilated draft-free room is 
also a great sleep encourager. 60° is 
about the right temperature. 


4 Ways to Woo an Appetite 

It’s surprising how soon even tiny babies 
learn that a variety of flavors makes 
mealtime more interesting. When your 
doctor recommends cereal, you’ll find 
Gerber Cereal Quads ideal for intro- 
ducing cereal vari- 
ety to baby. This 
handy, 4-in-1] pack- 
age contains small- 
size boxes of Rice, 
Barley, Oatmeal 
and Cereal Food 
: (a mixed cereal). 
, at By rotating all 
four, you’ll soon learn which ones baby 
likes best. Once he indicates his favor- 
ites you can get these good-tasting 
Gerber Cereals in the regular large-size 
packages. 


Spooning Suggestions 
First tries with cereal are apt to be more 
successful if you remember these hints: 





BABIES ARE OUR BUSINESS...OUR ONLY BUSINESS! 


4 CEREALS + OVER 75 STRAINED & JUNIOR FOODS, INCLUDING MEATS ‘ 


Small spoon for a tiny mouth. Demi- 
tasse, small measuring spoon or regula- 
tion baby spoon. 

Bird-size helpings for a tiny mouth. 
If spoon is too full, more food will go 
outside than in baby. 


Feature of the Month (New suicy story) 
Gerber Strained Apple Juice 


Gerber announces a new mild, refresh- 
ing juice for baby 
— Strained Apple 
Juice. Like Gerber 
Strained Orange 
Juice this pleasant 
tasting Apple Juice 
has a guaranteed 
high vitamin-C 
content . . . is care- 
fully pasteurized for baby’s protection. 
Gerber Strained Apple Juice can be 
alternated with Gerber Orange Juice for 
a delightful change of taste. Vitamin-C 
content is the same. 


Rock-a-bye for Two 

Lucky the mother who has an old-fash- 
ioned rocker, for the rocking chair has 
come into its own again. Seems that 
many doctors recommend rocking for 
both mother and baby. The gentle, 
soothing rhythm relieves tensions, 
lulls the happy twosome into sweet 
tranquility. 


Variety Review 

National Baby Week 
coming up — April 27 
to May 4. What better 
time to check your 
grocer’s shelves and 
see how many fine 
Gerber Strained Baby 
Foods he has. There’s 
a Gerber variety for 
every infant need 
throughout babyhood. 
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WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMO LOVE DROPS P| 
Alluring, unforgettabl: 


Get that spec sisti 

ble and terrific in your roman 

desires. Take all with this 

tender odor of affection. A tiny drop 
day: 


for Ss. Regular value. 
Only $2 with order or $2.75 if C.O.D. 
with directions, 100% 10 Day ‘Money 
Back Guarantee if not delighted. 
Write Now. 


LAMOUR CO., Dept. 5, 220 W. 42 St., N. Y. 36 








PILES ECZEMA 


TETTER, IMPETIGO, BURNS 


Relieves the Torture of Itching 
ADAMS TARLEINE 

Made from the Extract of the North Carolina 
pine trees, with other healing ingredients. 
Moneyback Guarantee. Send $1.00 for gener- 
ous box to Chas. L. Adams Medicine Co. 324 
W. Pleasant Ave., P. O. Box 69, Syracuse 5. 
N. Y. Dept. R 








Sex Appeal so powerful that even 
good men while good girls go without. 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 
contains the very essence of confidential advice that a 
great Love and Marriage Expert has given to ery 4 
of women—all reduced to a simple set of 
formula that you can learn to use to WIN YOUR MAN. 
10-DAY TRIAL—Just send your name and address today 
and om delivery deposit only $2 plus postage with your 


postman. (Or send } E, with ate. é ‘are C.0.D. and Post: 
age.) pt - 10 da I positively GUARANTEE tha 
you wi 


ore than delighted or your’ money beck 
promptly and no questions asked. Order At Once. 


LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-A, New York 16 
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OMEN WHO excite the admiration 

and envy of both men and other 
women have one thing in common: they 
know how to do and say the right thing 
at the right time. This knack for tact, 
and practice, soon becomes second na- 
ture—as automatic as a sunny smile! 
Sounds impossible? Not really. All you 
need is a little patience, poise and con- 
sideration. 

The tactful woman (it could be you) 
also realizes that the way she speaks is 
as important as what she says. Her voice 
is pleasantly low but clear. She always 
looks directly toward her audience 
(whether it’s the boy friend or the fur- 
nace man) and, because her interest in 
others is genuine, she is also a good 
listener. Her laugh is never a forced 
giggle or a shrill shout. She has a gay, 
sparkling laugh which captivates every- 
one who hears it. 

Being tactful, at times, does take pa- 
tience. In the beauty shop, for example, 
our friend is faced with a gossiping 
group from the hair net set. The prob- 
lem under discussion is a smear cam- 
paign of Mrs. S., including her husband’s 
roving eye. What can she say and still 
be tactful? Nothing, of course. Unless 
Mrs. S. had been a close personal friend 
or relative, no remark was necessary. 
There is nothing cowardly about keeping 
quiet. In fact, the quickest way to get 
talked about yourself is by joining such 
a catty conversation. The “afraid-not-to- 
follow” the pack sort of personality who 
goes along with the crowd is usually 
herself the first to get the whisper treat- 
ment. Be discreet, be careful and be 
quiet! 

Another problem of tact may be found 
in the familiar “May-I-ask-you-a-person- 
al question?” situation. It pops up con- 
stantly in the daily informality of our 
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modern world. How can you handle the 
“How much did that dress cost?” or 
“What kind of an operation did you 
have?” questions without being rude? 
This is where the patience comes in. A 
polite but firm: “I just don’t remember” 

r “I really can’t say” should do the 
trick. Some people are either too self- 
centered or dumb to understand a blunt 
“It’s really none of your business,” so 
if at all possible, try to keep your own 
temper. A tactful person usually keeps 
her poise even under the most awkward 
conditions. 

Let consideration be your guide at all 
times. Ask the question in reverse. 
Would I want someone to ask me too- 
personal questions? Think about the 
effect of your words. Why put yourself 
unnecessarily on the defensive by having 
to make an apology later? 

Reading another’s mail (or asking to 
read it), listening to another’s telephone 
conversation or closely inspecting a 
clothes label is both rude and tactless. 
Interrupting conversations (with or with- 
out a “pardon me”) may be on the in- 
crease but it’s still without excuse! Curi- 
osity has its place but like every other 
good thing, it should be controlled. 

To force an alcoholic beverage on a 
non-drinker is thoughtless, and therefore 
tactless, although many so-called “good” 
hostesses think it’s terribly clever. Tele- 
phone fiends who call during office hours 
or dinner time also belong on the list. 
The tactful caller always begins any 
phone conversation (especially a social 
call) with “Are you busy?” Then there 
are the inconsiderate souls who bore un- 
suspecting dinner guests with three-hour 
travelogues of last summer’s vacation. 
Are you guilty? Remember that friendli- 
ness is one thing; familiarity, another. 
Be sharp. Use tact! 

















HOME SERVICE 
MAGAZINE 
Freda DeKaight 
Home Service Director 


HEALTHY, HEARTY, HAPPY BABIES 


it IS THE DESIRE of every mother to 
have healthy, happy babies, and with 
everything made so easy and so much help- 
ful literature available, there is no reason 
why these factors cannot be achieved. Chil- 
dren who are well fed, well cared for, and 
given plenty of love, are bound to be healthy 
and strong. Little things are important, es- 
pecially when it comes to the proper food. 
This picture shows Kellogg’s Cereal and 
Mallow Squares, made for lunch or an 
afternoon snack, accompanied by a big 
glass of milk. This provides plenty of nour- 
ishment for active little minds and bodies. 

















Cheese Sauce for Toasted Tomato 
Sandwiches 


felt 3 tbsps. magarine in pan; add 3 tbsps. 
ur, 1 tsp. salt, 1% cups milk and cook, 
rring until thick. Add Y cup grated 
ese and 1 tsp. Worcestershire sauce. 

until cheese is melted. Beat 1 egg 


hite until stiff, then fold into sauce. Add 
lash of Tabasco sauce. Make sandwiches 
m toast and sliced tomatoes. Pour cheese 
auce over sandwiches, garnish with bacon. 


Waffles and Applesauce 


hether it’s a special occasion for the 


ing, or just any morning, nothing can 


tastier than crisp fried ham and waffles, 


ade from your favorite recipe, and served 


a basket with hot buttered applesauce 


ul hard boiled eggs. To 1 cup of apple- 
suce add Y4 cup brown sugar, ¥ tsp. cin- 
zmon and %4 cup melted butter. Bring 
nixture to a boil and served with waffles. 


Tomato Pastry Shells with Vegetables 


Sift together 1 cup flour, %4 tsp. salt. Add 
1 tsp. grated onion to 43 cup real mayon- 
naise. Blend together 1 tbsp. ketchup, 2 
tbsps. cold water and stir into mayonnaise. 
Add to flour with fork. Roll pastry to ¥%”" 
in thickness. Cut in circles and press into 
custard cups or muffin tins. Prick with 
fork. Bake in hot oven 12 minutes. Fill 


shells with mixed creamed vegetables. 





Chocolate Milk Capucino 


Combine 1 quart chocolate milk (bottle or 
carton) and 4 teaspoons instant coffee, ad 
heat to a boiling point, stirring constantly. 
Beat with rotary beater until frothy. Pow 
into serving cups, pottery mugs or glass. 
Top with whipped cream and sprinkle with 
cinnamon. Use approximately Y cup of 
whipping cream. Amount given makes 
approximately four generous servings. 











Beef Pasties 


bine Y% lb. ground beef, 1 grated raw 
0, 1 grated onion, I tsp. salt, dash 
, 1 tbsp. ketchup. Sift together 14 
ps flour, 2 tsp. celery salt, %4 tsp. salt ; 
ut in 6 tbsps. shortening. Blend in 3 tbsps. 
ster. Roll pastry into rectangle and cut 
a4 parts. Fill squares with meat mixture. 
sides of pastry over and press to seal 
. Bake at 375°F 45 mins. Patties 


d be served with mushroom sauce. 
















— SEEMS TO BE a great deal 
of controversy these days about 
feeding children, and too many mothers 
allow youngsters to eat whatever they 
want rather than to fix food for them 
that is nourishing and appetizing. They 
often forget that children enjoy well- 
cooked, pretty foods, served right. If 
mothers would plan ahead and try to 





Chocolate Milk Farina Molds 


Heat 1 qt. chocolate milk to boiling; add 
] tsp. salt and % cup farina. Cook over 
low heat, stirring until thick. Add a bit of 
hot mixture to 2 beaten eggs. Mix well. 
Add remaining hot mixture and cook 3 
minutes. Add 1 tsp. vanilla. Turn into 
molds and chill until firm. Unmold. Gar- 
nish with banana slices that have been 
brushed with lemon juice. Serve with cream. 















make some of the disliked foods into un- 
usual dishes, they would find appetites 
improved. 

It takes only a few seconds more to 
fix enjoyable lunches, breakfasts or din- 
ners, and most eye-appealing foods will 
taste good in simple settings. Even when 
mothers must work, setting the table and 
putting foods out for lunch can be made 





Soup Shakes and Bergers 


Soup shakes are made from canned cream 
of tomato soup and milk, placed in a shaker 
with ice and blended well. They are tasty 
and different and the family will love them 
when served with special bergers made 
with chopped beef, grated carrot, or a bit 
of minced onion, spinach and egg, then 
fried and served on buns with relish. They 
will never guess what’s really in them. 










attractive. Little tricks shown on these 
pages, like making bacon and eggs into 
sandwiches, putting vegetables in bas- 
kets, grating a few carrots on hamburg- 
ers, mixing waffle batter so the children 
can make their own, may seem like 
trouble, but it pays off in good nutrition 
and health in the long run. Why not 
try them! 





? > 
Chocolate Chip Cookies 


Keep the cookie jar filled with quick, easy- 
to- make chocolate chip cookies. Blend to- 
gether 4% cup butter, 6 tbsps. brown and 
6 tbsps. white sugar. Add 1 egg and beat 
well, Add a few drops of hot water. Stir in 
Y2 cup nuts, 1 cup semi-sweet chocolate 
morsels and I tsp. vanilla. Drop from spoon 
on greased cookie sheet. Bake 12 minutes 
in moderate oven. Makes about 50 cookies. 
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For the crawling toddler is a pink Can-Can 
lace-trimmed ruffled sunsuit with a Butter- 
fy bow sash, to keep her cool on hot days. 





fashions For The Miniature Miss 


\ ‘7 HEN TODDLERS start their “rock and roll” this sum- 

mer, they will be very well dressed for the occasion. 

he outfits are designed to keep baby cool and comfortable, 

and minimize the care for mothers during the hot summer 
mths ahead. 

Dressing little girls is always fun, for no matter how 
small they are, their femininity stands out when they don 
ruffles and bows. Fashions for today’s toddlers are certainly 

st appealing to mothers, with colors like a rainbow and 
rints that are delicate and dainty. These adorable little 
lresses have lots of lace and ribbons, with full ruffled skirts 


{ 
“t 


and panties, and are made of fine imported organdy and 
dotted Swiss for dress up time. All panties are lined and 
made roomy with easy fastenings. Many of the outfits have 
matching bonnets. 

Then, too, there are clever little mix and match separates, 
and nylon outfits that cut down laundry work as they do not 
need to be ironed. They will also pack easily for summer 
vacation time. 

Shown on these pages are a few of the many outfits that 
will be seen about town on the well dressed toddler. All 
clothes for the Miniature Miss are by Little Craft. 





Jac 














Party-time floral nylon print pinafore has 
attached ruffled panties, and large bow in 
back. Comes with matching bonnet. 





Lace, ribbons and ruffled skirts is what little girls’ 





clothing is being made of this summer 





Pink, white and aqua check cotton over- 
jacket has ruffled trim. It is worn over a 
pink, satin-striped sunsuit. 














Pale blue cotton broadcloth sunsuit has 


' eyelet ruffles around the waist and bib 


a3 


“Eater Aa eget ae 


eet ety T! 


Da ack 


front that give it the feminine touch. 


Pink broadcloth overall has elasticized 
back and embroidered figure on leg. Pastel 
plaid blouseis interchangeable with rompers. 


B EING THE best dressed toddler in her set is easy for little Tien Jameson, 

for she has a Little Craft wardrobe to suit every mood and occasion. 
Her playtime wardrobe allows her plenty of freedom for crawling, standing 
and taking her first steps. The little touches of embroidery and other trim- 
mings make her feel quite grown up and she always looks just right when 
mother takes her calling. When it’s time to go outside to play, the overalls 
are strictly feminine in color and style, with padded knees for those falls 


that are bound to come. Most of the outfits shown are priced under five 
dollars and are available in all stores across the country. 
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—, IS outdoor time, when acci- 
dents can and will happen, and 
mother must be a “jack of all trades” and 
should be prepared for any emergency. 
When the kiddies play outdoors in play- 
grounds and backyards, there is always 
a bump or a bruise and all sorts of minor 
accidents. When dad works in the gar- 
den, cuts the grass or paints the house, 
and the teen-age group plays baseball or 
goes on picnics and outdoor jaunts, 
something is sure to happen and “Dr. 
Mother” must come to the rescue. 
Naturally, there are the moments of 








fear as to how serious the injury is, and 
W% this is the time when mother must keep 
"4 her wits and give the medicine cabinet a 


(1 first-aid workout. It is important for her 
: to have all of the necessary things at her 
| @ fingertips so she can cleanse and bandage 
1 the wound before consulting the doctor. 
i Whether it’s a minor scratch, a cut, 
bruise, sprain, mosquito bite, heat rash 
or sunburn, there should be something 
on the medicine shelf to relieve the situa- 
| tion. The whole family should know sim- 
| ple first-aid rules and be familiar with 


| the medicines and their labels. Remem- A complete weekly check of the medicine cabinet should be made. Make a list of supplies 
ber to keep the medicine cabinet up to for family needs such as toothpaste, mouth wash, hand cream, bandaids, deodorants, 
date for a safe, healthy, happy family. lysol, iodine, cotton, gauze, petroleum jelly, aspirin, alcohol and anacin. Shop for them. 








Mommie has taught sister how to be a little mother for emergencies. When tears start to fall because 
of heat irritation or a mosquito bite, she knows the simple treatment of baking soda and water, and 
pats it on the skin with a small wad of cotton. It cleanses as well as soothes, and everyone is happy. 
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BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. «. 437 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 16,N.Y. 


“T make sure I'll be satisfied — 
I always buy a BRAND 
that’s made a NAME for itself!” 


FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES SATISFY YOU MOST 


J. BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on known quality. Brand Names 
wear best, work best, taste best, are best. 


2. SHOP WITH EASE! Spend ¢fficiently on proved value. Brand Names 
save time “puzzling” over labels, models, prices, etc. 


3. ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly among widest selections. 


Brand Names offer the most in sizes, types, colors, flavors, etc. 


4. GET THE "LATEST"! Spend smartly on up-to-date products, 


Brand Names keep improving, modernizing, introducing new things. 


Advertisers in this magazine are good names to know. 


Theyre proud of their brands ’cause they satisfy so! 
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Cinderella In Blue Jeans 


(Continued from Page 19) 


came home from a shopping trip with a 
package for me. It was a beautiful new 
dress. 

“| thought you might like it, Harriet,” 
Peggy said. 

“Oh, I do,” I said happily, holding it 
yp in front of me. Then I remembered 
| was supposed to hate her, so I tossed 
it across a chair. “I think I'll stick to 
sweaters and blue jeans,” I said stiffly. 

“There’s nothing wrong with that for 
casual wear,” she said with a smile, “but 
there are times when a girl wants to dress 
up. Like when she wants to impress a 
certain young man.” 

“Any fellow who doesn’t dig me the 
way I am can take a walk.” I retorted. 

Peggy came over and slipped an arm 
ground my shoulder. “I know how you 
feel, honey,” she said understandingly. “I 
used to feel the same way, too. But you'll 
change your mind when you meet the 
‘one and only.’ I was a changed woman 
the day he came along!” 

I looked her straight in the eye. “Who? 
Dave Evans?” 

She recoiled as if I had slapped her in 
the face. “What made you say that?” she 
demanded. “I meant your father, of 
course.” 

I set my shoulders defiantly. “I only 
know what I heard,” I said sullenly, “that 
you and—” 

“Your father heard the same things,” 
she cut in sharply. “He knows they’re 
just a pack of lies, so it didn’t make any 
difference. It shouldn’t—that is, I hope 
it doesn’t make any difference to you, 
whatever it is you’ve heard.” 

“Okay, if you say so,” I said airily. 
But the tone of my voice made it clear 
that I was not convinced. 

Peggy closed her eyes and rubbed her 
fingers against her temples. “Poisoning the 
minds of children! I never realized how 
vicious neighborhood gossips could be,” 
she muttered. Then, taking a deep breath, 
she faced me again and said. “I’m going 
to try to explain to you, Harriet. People 
say that Dave Evans and I were—well, that 
we were very close friends. The truth is 
that Dave and I went to school together. 
He was a nice boy then. and I had a 
crush on him. After we graduated from 
high school he went away and I didn’t 
see him for almost ten years.” 

Peggy’s voice wavered slightly and it 
seemed she was forcing herself to con- 
tinue. “When I saw Dave again he had 
changed,” she went on. “He wasn’t the 
same person I had known years ago. But 
he had a big car and money to spend, so 
I went out with him a few times. Then, 
one night I found out how much he had 


changed, how rotten he had become. 

“T never went out with him again. But 
people had seen us together and said I 
was his girlfriend. That’s all there is to 
tell,” she concluded. 

I knew somehow that she was telling 
the truth, and yet something inside me 
refused to accept what she had said. She 
had tricked my father into marrying her, I 
told myself, and a woman like that was 
bad. But I smiled and said, “Thanks for 
the dress.” 

Peggy threw her arms around me. “I 
knew you’d understand,” she whispered 
fiercely. 


N THE DAYS that followed, my step- 

mother acted as if our talk had made 
everything all right. But it hadn’t. I still 
considered her an intruder and I wracked 
my brain for some way to get rid of her. 
If only there were some way to prove to 
Ernie that Peggy and Dave Evans had 
gone together, like everybody said. Or 
better yet, show him that she still liked 
Dave! 

I was to get my chance to do just that 
sooner than I dared hope. But the way it 
happened and my _ shameful behavior 
towards someone who had done me no 
harm was something I lived to regret. 

It was the Friday evening after Peggy’s 
heart-to-heart talk with me that I went on 
a date with Eddie. wearing the new dress 
my stepmother had bought for me. 

Just before we went out the door, Peggy 
said, “Let me look at you, Harriet. That’s 
around.” She beamed at 
dress doesn’t make 


it—now, turn 
me. “If that 
what do they call it now?—‘whistle bait’— 
then I don’t know what will.” 

“Now you take good care of my daugh- 
ter, young man.” she said to Eddie. 

“T sure will!” Eddie said. 

“Goodbye. kids. Have fun.” Peggy called 
after us as we went down the stairs. 

“We'll have fun. but not at the candy 
store or in some movie.” I told Eddie. 
“That’s kid stuff.” 

“Gosh! What else is there to do?” he 
asked. “Dad let me have the car tonight, 
so I was going to drive around for a while, 


you— 


then go to the drive-in movie.” 

“Let’s go to the Blue Grotto,” I sug- 
gested. 

“The Blue Grotto—big joke!” he said 
sarcastically. 

But a few minutes later we were driving 
along the highway that ran past the Blue 
Grotto, which was located about a mile 
outside of town. The Blue Grotto was a 
road house and supposedly off-limits to kids 
under 20. Although I'd never been there 
before, several of the fellows and girls 
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in our bunch were regular customers. 

“T guess you'll be satisfied when they 
slam the door in our faces,” Eddie grum- 
bled. 

I laughed and got out my lipstick to 
touch up my makeup. “Don’t worry about 
getting in,” I said. “Just don’t ask for 
Cokes when they take our order!” 

I knew that I looked much older than I 
really was wearing makeup and high heels 
and as long as we behaved ourselves no one 
would ask to see Eddie’s draft card to 
check on his age. 

We got in without any trouble. We took 
a table in a large, dimly-lit room that had 
a tiny dance floor and ordered beer. “Re- 
lax, Eddie,” I said, seeing how his hand 
shook when he lit my cigarette for me. 

“Tt’s all right for you to talk like that,” 
he grumbled. “But I'll catch hell if your 
folks ever find out I brought you here.” 

I waved my hand airily and glanced 
around to see what was going on. In the 
next room was a long bar. The men sitting 
there were all well-dressed, smooth-looking 
characters, and most of the women with 
them were wearing furs. 

Eddie and I danced a couple of numbers, 
then returned to our table to sip our drinks. 
| noticed a man at the bar staring in our 
direction and nudged Eddie. “I hope he 
gets an eyeful,” I said. 

Eddie glanced up. A scowl crossed his 
face. “Don’t worry, he will. That’s Dave 
Evans,” he told me. 

So that was Dave Evans! I had a crazy 
notion that I’d like to meet him, talk with 
him and maybe find out something I could 
use against Peggy. Still, I had heard so 
much about his reputation with women I 
got a little jittery when I saw him leave 
the bar and head towards our table. 

He was tall and extremely goodlooking 
and it was easy to see why women swooned 
over him. “Hello,” he said familiarly. 
“Would you care to join me in a drink?” 

“No, thanks,” Eddie said quickly. “We 
were just leaving.” 

Dave Evans ignored him. His dark eyes 
bored into mine hypnotically. “How about 
9” 

“T think it would be fun,” I said breath- 
lessly. 

Dave signalled a waiter and then turned 
his attention to me. Poor Eddie was com- 
pletely left out of the conversation. After 
1 while, Eddie stood up. “Come on, Har- 
riet.” he said. “I think we’d better go.” 

“Maybe you'd better go,” Dave said 
smoothly. “The manager might ask you 
for proof of your age any minute now, kid.” 

Eddie gulped and looked at me. “You 
coming, Harriet?” he asked, backing away. 

I shook my head. “I’m having fun. I'll 
be all right,” I told him confidently. 

He hesitated a moment, then turned and 
hurried out. Dave smiled. “Now we can 
really get to know each other,” he said. 


KEPT telling myself that all I wanted 


was to pump Dave for information 


oc) 


Dame 


about Peggy, but actually, I was flattered 
by the attentions of a man who knew ex- 
actly the right things to say to make a girl 
feel important. Then too, the drinks Dave 
had ordered were much stronger than the 
beer Eddie and I had been sipping. I 
lost all track of time as we danced and 
talked, and soon my head was whirling 
like a top. 

Suddenly I felt sick. Somehow I man- 
aged a smile and said to Dave, “Excuse 
me for a minute. I’ve got to go—powder 
my nose.” 

In the Ladies’ room, I felt so badly that 
I got scared. I wanted to go home. But 
Eddie had gone and Dave Evans, I knew, 
would be the last person to turn to for 
help. I fished a coin out of my purse and 
staggered into the phone booth. Somehow, 
I managed to dial our phone number, 
praying all the while that Ernie would 
be there. 

Peggy answered the phone. “Harriet, 
what’s wrong!” she asked anxiously when 
I asked if Ernie was there. “Your father 
hasn’t come home yet,” she told me. 
“Where are you? You sound so strange?” 

I fought back the panicky feeling that 
rose in my throat and told her that Eddie 
had brought me to the Blue Grotto, then 
chickened out and left me stranded. 

“The Blue Grotto!” she gasped. “Listen 
to me, Harriet—stay right where you are. 
Don’t let anyone get near you. I'll grab 
a cab and be right there!” 

I hung up the phone, then headed 
straight for the couch against the wall. I 
flopped down on it and must have passed 
out, because the next thing I knew, some- 
one was wiping my face with a cold cloth 
and calling to me. 

“Harriet! Are you all right?” 

It was Peggy. A look of relief crossed 
her face as my eyes fluttered open. “Thank 
God you're all right!” she sighed. “Do you 
think you can make it outside to the cab?” 

“T think so,” I said feebly. 

She helped me to my feet and we left 
the room. Dave Evans was standing out- 
side. nervously puffing on a cigarette. 

“Look, Peggy, I didn’t know who she 
was,” Dave said to my stepmother. “I 
swear I didn’t.” 

“Would it have made any difference?” 
Peggy asked coldly. “You’re rotten clear 
through, Dave. Anything in skirts, whether 
she’s under age or not, is fair game to 
you.” 

She led me past him towards the front 
door. There was a sudden commotion and 
my heart sank as I saw my father burst 
into the place, with Eddie trailing behind. 
Peggy shoved me towards a side entrance. 
“The cab is waiting outside,” she said. 
“Jump in and don’t stop until you get 
home. I'll handle this.” 

I did as I was told, and a short time 
later I was curled up in bed at home, still 
trying to clear my mind and realize what 
had happened. I was still in this confused 


state when Peggy and my father camp 
home. 

Ernie was grim-faced and silent, an 
Peggy’s eyes were red and watery, | 
watched from my room as she took oy 
her suitcase and began tossing in he 
things. Ernie slumped in a chair and glarej 
at her. “And all the time it was true!” he 
suddenly burst out. “You were seeing him 
behind my back. And the worst part js 
you don’t even bother to offer any ¢,. 
cuses!” 

Peggy didn’t look up. “There’s nothing 
to say, Ernie. You caught Dave and [ tp. 
gether and that’s it,” she said in a hopeless 
voice. 

For the first time, I realized what was 
happening. Peggy was letting my father 
think that she had gone to the Blue Grotto 
to keep a date with Dave Evans. She was 
protecting me! I knew I should go oy 
there and make a clean breast of every. 
thing, confess how foolish I had been and 
beg her to forgive me. 

But this was what I’d wanted all along, 
wasn’t it? She was leaving. Things would 
be like they used to be with Ernie and me, 
So I softly shut my door and crept back 
to bed. I had won. 

It was something of a shock to awake 
the next morning and not hear Peggy 
bustling about the apartment. Then I re. 
membered that she was gone for good and 
I tried to feel glad. I hopped out of bed, 
dressed hurriedly and went out to make 
Ernie a nice big breakfast. 

But he was still slumped in the chair 
where I’d seen him the night before, star 
ing blankly into space. 

He didn’t even look up when I went 
over to him. “There’s some money on the 
table, Little Bit,” he said in a hoarse voice. 
“You can get your breakfast at the restau: 
rant this morning.” 

“But I was going to fix us a big meal,”! 
protested. 

“T want to be alone,” he muttered. “Be 
a good girl and leave me alone.” 


JE WAS LIKE THAT for almost a 

week. He didn’t go to work and 
wouldn’t let me console him. Every now 
and then he’d bang his fist on the table 
and curse, and I knew he was remembering 
the way he had found Peggy that night 
at the road house. 

I learned from Eddie that after ke had 
left me there, he finally screwed up enough 
courage to go by my house and tell what 
had happened. Peggy had already left and 
my father had made Eddie drive him out 
to the Blue Grotto. 

But when they got there he didn’t se 
me. All he saw—or cared about—was that 
Peggy was there and so was the mal 
people said she still loved. Ernie neve 
did ask me what Eddie and I had beet 
doing there; I guess he figured it was ju 
another juvenile escapade. And the wa! 
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he figured, what Peggy had done was ten 
times Worse. 

Despite myself, I found my thoughts 
turning to my stepmother. I'd recall her 
gentleness. her eagerness to please Ernie, 
and her many kindnesses to me. I remem- 
pered how she talked to me as if I were 
grown-up, when all the time I was a nasty, 
scheming little brat. And then the full 
enormity of the injustice I’d done her came 
over me. I was even worse than the evil- 
minded people who carried gossip about 
her! I had the chance to wipe out all 
doubts about her decency and had re- 
mained silent. 

The burden of this terrible sin whipped 
my conscience until I could stand it no 
longer. So one night. I went to Ernie and 
knelt beside his chair. 

He slipped an arm around my shoulder. 
“Well, Little Bit.” he said sadly. “We'll 
just have to get used to it. It’s you and 
me against the world again.” 

A lump rose in my throat, making it 
hard to talk. “I want Peggy back,” I said 
tearfully. “Please go get her. Ernie.” 

He stared at me in astonishment. “You 
never liked her,” he said. “You warned 
me not to marry her. Now you say you 
want her back. Why?” 

“Because she’s good and decent and— 
and she’s got self respect. like Cousin 
Mae said,” I blurted out. Then I buried 
my face against him and told the whole 
story, sobbing bitterly as I did. 

When I finished. Ernie was silent for a 
long time. Finally. he said. “You did a 
terrible thing, a cruel thing. Thank God 
you realize it. Maybe Peggy won't have 
anything more to do with either of us 
now, but you’re coming with me to beg 
her forgiveness. That’s the least you can 
do.” 

“Anything! Ill do anything.” I wailed. 
“T feel awful!” 

We found Peggy living at the rooming 
house where she stayed before. She knew 





why we had come. because she gathered | 


me tenderly in her arms. whispering, “It’s 


all right. honey. Everything is all right | 


” 


now 
And I realized then how wrong I’d been 


to think of myself as Cinderella with a | 


cruel, hard-hearted step-mother. My own 
step-mother was proof that real life is 
seldom like a children’s fairy tale, and all 
I wanted was a chance to partially atone 
for my sin. Peggy gave me that chance 
and I’m still working on it. 


THE END 
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Imitation Marriage 


(Continued from Page 20) 


good to be true. To top it off, unlike most 
of the handsome, well-dressed men I’ve 
known, Jimmy didn’t have two cents worth 
of conceit in his makeup. He was as reg- 
ular as the electric alarm which wakes 
you to go to work every morning. 

Jimmy was part-owner of an amazingly 
successful monthly publication which cov- 
ered the news of New York city’s social 
clubs. Being president of a group of ten 
girls who’d known each other since gram- 
mar school days and who were planning 
their first big affair at the Savoy, I found 
business in the 135th street office of the 
publication one afternoon during my lunch 
break. 

[ also found Jimmy who was pinch-hit- 
ting for the switchboard operator-recep- 
tionist who had gone out to lunch. I went 
through a fast double-take when I first 
ighted this delicious-looking young man 
who courteously wanted to know what he 
ould do for me. 

[ laid out the publicity I’'d prepared on 
the club affair and explained that we need- 
ed a good boost in order to put the dance 
over. He nodded approvingly as he looked 
over the copy and pictures. 

“Ts there any charge?” I asked nervous- 
ly. The club was far from financially in- 
lependent. 

“Yes,” he told me. “Under circumstances 
like this. it is customary for the publication 
to extend all possible cooperation if the 
president of the club—which I note you 
are—agrees to a date with the co-publisher 

which you may note I am.” 

I smiled at his freshness. I didn’t take 
it seriously. But I had to be diplomatic. I 
wanted his cooperation. 

“It’s a deal, Mr. Co-Publisher,” I agreed 
merrily. “The club president hereby in- 
vites you to be her escort at the club 


dance.” 

“Deal,” Jimmy declared promptly. 

Jimmy outdid himself in cooperating. 
The following week. his magazine hit the 
newsstands with a four-page spread on the 
club and the affair. He had used every 
picture I’d taken him and written an en- 
thusiastic article about the coming event. 
In addition to that, he’d sent me copies 
of releases he had gone to the trouble to 
write and send to the local weekly papers. 

“What a sweet guy.” I thought. “Maybe 
[ should have been serious when I prom- 
ised to go out with him.” 

Of course I hadn’t been serious and I 
was certain Jimmy hadn’t either. From 
what I heard, he was engaged to the daugh- 
ter of one of the Y officials and, naturally, 
he wouldn’t be fooling around publicly 
with someone else. 

The publicity on the dance paid off beau- 
tifully. Tickets went like mad and dozens 
of clubs sent in reservations as a result 
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of the article in Jimmy’s magazine and the 
news in the weeklies. As the dance date 
approached, the faithful few in the club 
who always did everybody’s work were up 
to their necks in committee meetings, con- 
ferences with the band, the ballroom man- 
ager, just everything. About a week before 
the dance, I got a call at work. It was 
Jimmy. 

“Gee, am I embarrassed, Mr. Owens,” I 
told him when he identified himself. “I’ve 
been meaning to write or phone to thank 
you for the swell way you've helped us. 
The dance is already made, thanks to you. 
You’re going to have some one cover it— 
or come yourself as our guest, I hope.” 

A mild explosion crackled at the other 
end of the phone. 

“Look, young woman,” Jimmy shouted. 
“Don’t try to act like you’ve forgotten our 


deal. I’m supposed to take you to that 
dance and—if you’ve promised anyone 
Ces 


I was both surprised and flattered by 
his vehemence. 

“Of course I haven’t promised anyone 
else. Jimmy,” I told him. “I’m glad you 
called, though. I was getting around to 
believing that you were only kidding about 
coming to the affair.” 

That calmed him down and we got into 
a sensible discussion arranging time and 
place for our date. When I told the kids 
in my club who my escort was going to be. 
there were long sighs and a few envious 
whistles. 

“Lucky girl,” cooed one of the members. 
“Why, that young man is about the nicest- 
looking thing in Harlem.” 

Of course. as in all girls’ clubs, there 
was one catty creature. 

“IT wonder whatever happened to that 
perfectly beautiful girl he’s supposed to 
be engaged to,” this character purred. 

I enjoyed both the envy and the jealousy. 
I hadn’t looked forward to the dance as 
a big event—socially. I was mainly inter- 
ested in seeing it go over and I anticipated 
having to keep pretty busy at the affair 
—supervising the box office. making last 
minute arrangements—all the things club 
presidents busy themselves with at this 
kind of dance. 

Jimmy called me fairly frequently those 
few days before the dance—and the night 
before. his voice was quite excited as I 
answered the phone. 

“Lady. have I got a surprise for you?” 
he greeted me. 

I responded with the proper question— 
but not too anxiously. Knowing Jimmy, I 
was aware that he would hold out on me 
teasingly if I showed too much interest. 
This time, however, he came right to the 
point. 


“Ever heard of a fella called Gerald 


Dean?” he continued. 
“Jimmy!” I exclaimed with disguy 
“Stop clowning. Who hasn’t heard of Ge. 
ald Dean? He’s only the handsomey, 
youngest, most run-after bandleader in the 
country.” 
“Okay, so you know of the guy,” Jimmy 
went on. “Only what you don’t know js 
that he’s coming to your dance tomorroy 
night.” 
“What?” I exclaimed unbelievingly, 
“You're kidding. Gerald Dean doesn 
know us from a hole in the ground and 
besides .. .” 
There was an injured silence at the other 
end of the phone. 
“You know, there’s only one thing wrong 
with you,” Jimmy finally observed. “Yoy 
talk too much.” 
Then he went on to explain. It seemed 
that Jimmy had interviewed the mighty 
Gerald Dean for a spread in the magazine 
and had twisted his arm into agreeing to 
make a brief appearance at the affair, 
When I realized that Jimmy wasn’t clown. 
ing, that we were going to have a real 
life celebrity among us the following night, 
I was thrilled. It was sweet of Jimmy to 
have gone to all this trouble and I told 
him so. 

“Don’t thank me,” Jimmy cracked. “Pay 
me. That will cost you an extra kiss 
tomorrow night—in addition to the good 
night kiss.” 


[? BEEN TO many affairs before our 

club dance and I’ve been to many since 
it took place. But, honestly speaking, | 
can’t say I’ve ever enjoyed myself as much 
as that night. In the first place, Jimmy 
was such a charming escort. He looked 
like a few hundred thousand dollars worth 
of man when he stepped out of his gleam: 
ing Cadillac convertible (borrowed for the 
evening) in his formals and helped me out 
of the car at the ballroom. In the second 
place, I was looking like a princess and 
I knew it. I had gone on a pretty reckless 
shopping spree and the pale, blue gow 
with its arch little bodice and sweepin; 
flair of skirt would have been a dream 
dress to any girl. I had everything to go 
with it, too. If I didn’t have lunch money 
for the next month, I’d be consoled by 
knowing Jimmy wouldn’t have to be 
ashamed of me that night. 

He hadn’t been ashamed. All my lif 
I'll remember the soft wonder which came 
into his eyes when Jimmy called for me 
and found me dressed and ready to 0 

“My God, you’re beautiful.” Jimmy said 
I'd known flattery and compliments befor 
and I could separate the real from tht 
phoney. Jimmy’s sincerity plunged me inl? 
a state of delighted embarrassment. He 
was drinking me in with his eyes like om 





of those sensitive artist fellows would stat 
at a sunset. 

I'd explained to Jimmy that he'd hat 
to forgive me if I disappeared every * 
often, during the dance, to take care” 


elt 
fa 
the 
ex] 


eve 


ear 
ting 
He 
thai 
sho 
fres 
ing 
mal 
whe 
ovel 
cove 
Ji 
a sn 
viou 
bore 
danc 
were 
pron 
othe 
Jimn 
agen 
TI 
plair 
as h 
Broa 
“© 
smili 
whicl 
made 
thing 
to he 
the 
| 
Dean. 
fact 
in an 
“Ay 
leader 
ness, 
decisi 
annoy 
Dean 
I did, 
attituc 
waitin 
“Of 
with p 
With y 
For 
Were | 
mers y 
some 
floor, a 
the dar 
of us— 
Of cou 


in trib 


disgust, 
1 of Ger. 
dsomegt, 
er in the 


—: 
” Jimmy 
know jis 
omorrow 


lievingly, 
doesn’t 
und and 


the other 


1g wrong 


d. “You 


seemed 
» mighty 
nagazine 
‘eeing to 
e. affair, 
t clown. 
e a real 
ng night, 
immy to 


d I told 


od. “Pay 
tra kiss 
he good 


fore our 
ny since 
aking, | 
as much 
. Jimm 
> looked 
rs worth 
s gleam: 
1 for the 
1 me out 
ep second 
‘ess and 


reckles ; 


1e gown 
weeping 
1 dream 
ng to go 
h money 
soled by 

to he 


my life 
ch came 

for me 
y to £0. 
my said. 


s before § 


rom the 
| me into 
ent. He 
like ont 
ld stat? 


2’d_ hare 
avery © 
care 0 





club business. He was so cooperative. In 
fact, he was constantly at my side during 
the dance, helping set up the box office, 
explaining little gimmicks to make the job 
of the floor committee easier and doing 
everything in his power to help. 

We had a fantastic crowd and word had 
gotten around that Gerald Dean was ex- 
pected. One of the radio boys. a friend 
of Jimmy’s, had announced it that after- 
noon. It was an exciting moment when 
Dean and his party arrived. A big roar 
went up in the ballroom, punctuated with 
ear-splitting squeals from the female con- 
tingent. Gerald Dean was a striking figure. 
He looked more the college football hero 
than a successful bandleader. His hair was 
short-cropped. crew cut style. He looked 
fresh, wonderfully young and he was wear- 
ing the smile which always made the fe- 
male hearts of America throb a little fast 
when they saw him in person or yearned 
over portraits of him on record album 
covers. 

Jimmy and I greeted Dean. He was with 
a snobbish-looking brownskinned girl, ob- 
viously several years older and obviously 
bored at the idea of coming to a club 
dance. She smiled condescendingly as we 
were introduced and I vowed silently to 
promptly forget her name. There was an- 
other couple—a white couple. The man, 
Jimmy told me. was one of Dean’s press 
agents. 

The press agent. a pleasant chap, ex- 
plained that Dean couldn’t stay too long 
as he had to make time for his show at a 
Broadway night spot. 

“Oh, what’s time?” Dean demanded, 
smiling into my eyes with an intensity 
which scared me and which I imagined 
made Jimmy stiffen a little. “I know one 
thing. I am going to stay long enough 
to have one dance with the president of 
the club. Aren’t I, Miss Summers?” 

“IT don’t want to make you late, Mr. 
Dean,” I said. “We appreciate terribly the 
fact that you’ve been nice enough to stop 
inand.. .” 

“Are you turning me down?” the band- 
leader demanded with make-believe fierce- 
ness. I smiled and in that moment my 
decision was made. I caught a look of 
annoyance on the bored mask of the girl 
Dean had brought. If it was the last thing 
I did. I was going to pay her back for her 
attitude. She’d just have to cool her heels 
waiting. while I danced with Gerald Dean. 

“Of course I’m not. Mr. Dean.” I said 
with planned sweetness. “I’d love to dance 
with you. I’d love it.” 

For weeks afterwards. the club circles 
were buzzing with talk about Sally Sum- 
mers waltzing with Gerald Dean. As if by 
some given signal, when we got on the 
floor, all the other dancing couples cleared 
the dance area and there we were—the two 
of us—in the spotlight. I felt so important. 
Of course I knew the dancers had quit 
M tribute to our guest celebrity, but I 
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was sharing the glory. The photographers 
had a ball, scooting around behind us, in 
front of us, taking pictures for the news- 
papers and magazines. 

My partner seemed almost unaware that 
we were such a sensation and that every 
eye in the ballroom was on us. I learned, 
as soon as he took me in his arms that 
he was a fast worker—and he went right 
to work. 

“Tf I had known it was going to be like 
this. I’d have left my party home and told 
the boss I was too sick to work tonight,” 
he whispered. 

“Even if I don’t believe it, that’s a very 
nice compliment, Mr. Dean,” I answered. 

“Cut out the Mr. Dean stuff and meet 
me tomorrow night at eleven.” He men- 
tioned the name of the Broadway spot 
where his band was appearing. 

“Do all the girls who meet you accept 
a date after the first five minutes, Gerald?” 
I asked teasingly. Actually, I was a little 
unnoyed by his easy assumption that I 
would meet him the next night. 

“T don’t ask them all. Don’t be late,” he 
told me. 

There were a few more words from Ger- 
ald, mostly about how pretty I was and 
then the dance was over. We moved off 
the dance floor to thunderous applause. 
[hen Jimmy went to the microphone and 
presented Gerald Dean, explaining that he 
would have to leave immediately. 

The autograph hunters closed in for a 
few minutes, but Jimmy and Dean’s press 
agents, abetted by a couple of the ball- 
room’s bouncers, managed to get him out 
to the front door alive. 

I was elated by the “dagger” look on the 
face of the nasty person Dean had brought 
with him and who now was holding his 
irm as if she were afraid she’d lose him 
any minute. I smiled at her sweetly. 

Dean turned to me as they started out 
the door. 

“Wonderful dance, Sally,” he said. His 
eyes spoke different words. Tomorrow 
night—and don’t be late. I still hadn’t 
given him my promise to show up and 
had no intentions of doing so. 


VV HEN WE’D finished seeing the guests 
off, Jimmy yanked my arm a tiny bit 
roughly. 

“Okay, Cinderella,” he cracked. “Prince 
Charming is gone. You'll have to be sat- 
isfied with ordinary people like me.” 

I laughed but, looking in Jimmy’s eyes, I 
was shocked at the message. He was furi- 
ously jealous. 

“Jimmy!” I cried with tender scorn. 
“You simpleton. You’re my Prince Charm- 
ing tonight.” 

“Yeah, how about tomorrow night, 
though?” Jimmy demanded. He’d had a 
couple of drinks and, as I stared at him, I 
wondered if he was just taking a blind 
stab in the dark, his liquor telling him to 
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play jealous. He had to be guessing. There 
was no way he could know that Gerald 
had asked me for a date. There wasn’t a 
soul within hearing distance when Gerald 
and I were dancing. Besides, even though 
Jimmy was sweet and I liked him a lot, I 
couldn’t see that he had any claims on me 
to be jealous. I couldn’t believe that jeal- 
ousy was really part of his makeup—a guy 
like Jimmy—so popular and good-looking. 
I found myself comparing him to Gerald 
as to looks. Gerald. How easy it was get- 
ting for me to think of him by his first 
name. But, of course, it was ridiculous 
thinking anything could ever happen be- 
tween me and Gerald. Or was it? 

Dangerous thoughts, these. I wanted to 
dismiss Gerald from my mind and Jimmy 
looked so cute and resentful, staring at me 
as if he was trying to read my inner 
thoughts. We were standing in a quiet, 
dimly-lit corner of the ballroom. Impulsive- 
ly, I threw my arms around Jimmy, 
brought his face to mine and kissed him 
lightly on the lips. 

He was startled. 

“That’s the kiss I owe you,” I told him. 
“Remember? The one in addition to the 
good-night kiss.” 

I expected Jimmy to laugh or tease back. 
I expected the light-mooded kind of thing 
which I’d come to associate with him. In- 
stead, suddenly, swiftly and with conflict- 
ing reactions of surprise and surrender, I 
found myself clasped tight to Jimmy. He 
had snatched me back to him and he was 
kissing me the way you’re supposed to kiss 
only when you’re married or very deeply 
in love. I knew then. I knew that Jimmy’s 
jealousy wasn’t an alcoholic pose. I knew 
that under all the kidding which had gone 
on between us, Jimmy was in love with 
me. This was his love expressing itself 
hard down on my lips—and these were my 
parted lips giving love back for love. 

That was the way it was too in Jimmy’s 
parked car in front of my house that morn- 
ing after the dance. It was almost six. We 
had stopped by an all-night restaurant for 
some waffles and chicken and now I was 
locked in Jimmy’s arms again, feeling an 
emotion which I’d never before experi- 
enced. 

My mind was full of new, exciting 
thoughts too. Jimmy had planted them. 
Jimmy had talked about how much he’d 
gone for me at first sight. 

“There were two reasons,” he’d ex- 
plained seriously. “One, you moved me 
personally—a beautiful, graceful thing I’d 
like to see over coffee cups every morning 
and just before I go to sleep at night—and 
you moved me professionally.” 

Here’s what he meant by that. Jimmy’s 
hobby was photography. He’d done more 
writing than taking pictures. But he want- 
ed to become an outstanding photographer 
in the line of modelling, selling his work 
and the girls’ services to top agencies. He 
believed there was an increasing field for 
Negro models to be used in the advertising 
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and promotion of large industrial corpora. 
tions which were angling toward the Negro 
market. He’d lined up and worked with a 
few girls, but when he saw me for the 
first time he’d been convinced that I had 
everything to become a ranking model. To 
listen to him, everything fitted perfectly, 
We were an ideal team. Jimmy wanted me 
to become engaged to him. He wanted to 
start mapping out our campaign to pro- 
mote his idea—to advance his career and 
mine. 

It all sounded perfectly wonderful. But 
some tiny imp in my mind kept me think. 
ing of a face and a name which didn’t 
belong to Jimmy. Gerald. I didn’t under. 
stand, myself, why I was haunted by the 
memory of Gerald—those brief moments 
in his arms. But I was. I knew, just as 
surely as I knew my own name, that Jimmy 
was for real, a sincere guy, the kind of 
person any girl in her right senses would 
consider herself lucky to get. But | 
couldn’t say the words Jimmy wanted me 
to say. I stalled. 

“I'd be lying if I said I don’t like you 
—a lot, Jimmy.” I admitted. “But, after 
all, don’t you think we’re talking about 
something so serious that it just can’t be 
rushed into? We haven’t known each other 
long enough. Maybe we’re both heading 
for a big mistake. I love your plans for 
me and your ideas. But why couldn’t we 
just go along, working together, having 
fun and seeing each other as much as 
we like without making commitments right 
now?” 

I think—when I look back at it—that 
Jimmy must have been strangely psychic 
that night. Otherwise, I don’t see how he 
could have so definitely hit at the heart 
of what was bothering me. His next words 
stunned me as if someone had suddenly hit 
me in the stomach. 

“You sure you’re not still at the ball, 
Cinderella?” he asked softly. And, of 
course, he was talking about Gerald. Be- 
fore I could get a chance to be indignant 
and cover up the naked truth he’d laid 
open, Jimmy continued. 

“Let me tell you something, Sally. I 
know it’s not smart to knock competition. 
But you’re too nice a girl not to be told 
the truth—even if you dislike me for doing 
it. This character, Gerald Dean, isn’t all 
he appears to be. He’s a nice enough guy, 
but he’s out of your class. The guy is @ 
professional seduction artist, Sally. He's 
got women in almost every city where he 
gets booked—and furthermore, they’re not 
your color and mine, if you get what | 
mean. This guy prefers ofay chicks and 
everybody in show business knows that he’s 
been in some pretty dangerous spots be- 
cause he can’t help panting when he meets 
chalk.” 


“But tonight .. .” I began. Jimmy it 


terrupted impatiently. 

“Don’t tell me,” he declared. “I know 
what you’re going to say. He was with? 
colored girl. Well, sweetie, you’re just 4 
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gullible as the rest of the public. That 
colored girl, my dear little lady, was for 
show. Dean was actually out with his cur- 
rent passion—the neat, blonde job who 
presumably was brought there by his press 
agent. Dean and this ofay press agent 
match each other like coffee and rolls. The 
press agent goes for brown skin and Dean 
goes for white. So when they appear in 
public, they cover each other up.” 

I looked at Jimmy in amazement. Could 
he be lying to poison me against Gerald? 
No, I didn’t believe that. But—well, it was 
too much for me to try to figure out at 
that hour in the morning. I made excuses 
about being tired and kissed Jimmy good- 
night. He was to call me that evening. 

“Think it over, baby?” he begged me 
tenderly. “And make up your mind to 
say yes.” 

I tried to dream about Jimmy when I 
left my conscious world on wings of sleep. 
But I dreamed about Gerald. I couldn’t 
help myself. 

I guess it’s just human nature that when 
you're warned against a person, that per- 
son becomes fascinating. Deep in my heart, 
I knew from the beginning that to become 
involved with Gerald—even just for an 
evening—made very little sense for a girl 
like me. And I also believed that what 
Jimmy had told me about Gerald was the 
truth. But something stubborn and reck- 
less in my makeup drew my thoughts to 
Gerald like a magnet attracts a metal. It 
was just in the cards that I would make 
up my-mind to keep the date Gerald had 
offered me as we danced together at the 
club affair. 

I knew it was wrong to make that deci- 
sion—but I found a weakness within myself 
which had to be answered. 


WOKE UP late in the afternoon and 

lazed around the house. I knew that 
Jimmy would call and I was trying to 
make up my mind whether to tell him 
about my date with Gerald or to tell what 
people call—to excuse themselves for de- 
ceit—a white lie. 

Jimmy’s call came about eight and, by 
that time, I had decided that it would be 
foolish to hurt his feelings by telling him 
about Gerald. After all, what was the harm 
in going to meet a man in a public place. 
There would be other people around us 
and certainly, nothing was going to hap- 
pen. I just had to satisfy my curiosity, or 
I wouldn’t even be going. I convinced my- 
self I was honest in looking at it that 
way. Jimmy was really disappointed when 
I told him I wouldn’t be able to see him 
that night. I pleaded a bad headache and 
tiredness as a result of all the strain about 
the dance. I was going to stay home and 
rest, I lied. 

Thad a gorgeous new suit I’d worn only 
once. I'd try that on Gerald. He had 
admired me so much the night before at 
the dance. I wanted to show him I could 


be attractive two nights in a row and two 
different ways. As the time approached to 
leave for downtown, I noticed that my heart 
was racing. I had to admit that the thought 
of seeing Gerald again had me excited and 
nervous. I couldn’t explain it so I just 
tried to ignore it and hope it wouldn't 
show. 

I arrived at the club a few minutes 
before eleven. It was one of the leading 
jazz spots where an interracial clientele 
gathered to listen to good jazz. I told the 
attendant on the door that I had an ap- 
pointment with Mr. Dean. 

“You’re Miss Summers?” the attendant 
asked. 

I was surprised but the man explained 
that Mr. Dean had asked him to look out 
for me about this time—that he was ex- 
pecting me. I was taken back to the star 
dressing room where Gerald was loafing 
on a couch in a careless white sweater and 
dungarees. He was even more handsome. 
dressed casually. than when decked out 
meticulously. I thought. The hundred thou- 
sand dollar smile lit his face. 

“Sally.” he greeted me, springing up. “I 
had faith that you wouldn’t disappoint 
me. Gosh. am I happy to see you. You're 
prettier tonight than you were last night.” 

He gave the attendant a five dollar tip 
and told him to send a waiter in. 

Sipping scotch highballs, we proceeded 
to get to know each other better. But there 
was a most disconcerting thing about Ger- 
ald. His words meant so little compared 
with the way he could look at you. He 
had a trick of gazing steadily into your 
eyes as he talked or as he listened. He 
could talk with his eyes and the sweet 
things he could say in that silent language 
were enough to disarm any girl. 

“T thought the party last night was fabu- 
lous,” Gerald told me. “Wish I could have 
Have you ever realized how little 
enjoyment we show people get out of life. 
Sounds strange, coming from someone 
who’s always around the bright lights, 
who’s always offering entertainment. But 
that’s work to us—not play. I don’t get to 
play very much Sally.” 

He said it just like a spoiled, charming 
kid, hinting for a favor. 

A few minutes later, Gerald disappeared 
behind a folding screen in the dressing 
room and his valet came in to help him 
dress. During the three shows which went 
on until four in the morning, I sat at a 
table down front, watching Gerald on stage. 
I sat with two women who were wives of 
men in the band and we made a pretty 
enthusiastic fan club. Every time we emp- 
tied our highball glasses, a waiter appeared 
instantaneously to refill them. 

“Mr. Dean told me to keep this party 
happy.” the waiter grinned. 

Between sets, Gerald would join us. Even 
when he was on stage, he telegraphed to 
me flattering messages with his eyes. He 
certainly could be attentive. I thought 


stayed. 
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scornfully of the things Jimmy had said 
against him. The constant flow of scotch 
was making me feel high, like I was float- 
ing. J like Gerald Dean. I like Gerald 
Dean. It was a chant going through my 
mind. 

After his last set, Gerald invited me up 
to his place for steaks. I was ravenously 
hungry, but I knew, as well as he did, that 
the steaks weren’t as important as our 
mutually mounting desire to be alone to- 
gether. Gerald had an expensive suite in 
a midtown hotel. 

Gerald’s valet was also his cook (Gerald 
detested restaurants) and he had left the 
club early to get what Gerald called “sup- 
per” ready. The table, with gleaming silver 
and fresh flowers, was impressive. There 
was a glorious waterfront view off the 
patio. Full of delicious charcoal-broiled 
steak, lyonnaise potatoes and all the trim- 
mings. I stood looking out over the water 
while Gerald prepared drinks. 

“Tt must be six o’clock, Ger,” I called 
back to him lazily. “I’ve got to be leaving 
soon.” 

He came up behind me, the scotches in 
his hand. 

“To us,” he said, offering me one. 

“To us,” I repeated. 

“Bottoms up,” Gerald ordered. 

“Bottoms up,” I agreed. 

We drained the glasses, then laughed 
merrily at each other. Gerald took my 
glass from me, set it down gently, led me 
back into the room and held me, his 
hands on my shoulders at arm’s length, 
those dangerous eyes sending out those 
dangerous messages. 

“Do you really have to go, Sally?” he 
asked seriously. 

Fright clutched at my heart. I knew 
this was the moment when I would take 
a tremendous step forward or backward. 
Before I could think about my decision, 
Gerald was drawing me slowly closer, 
closer. He was kissing me full and long- 
ingly on my lips. This wasn’t like Jimmy’s 
kiss. I realized, as a floodtide of feeling 
surged up in me. These weren’t Jimmy’s 
lips, burning mine like fire. And it wasn’t 
Jimmy whose hands stroked me gently, 
possessively, daringly. Gerald’s lips left 
mine, touched my eyes, my eyelashes, the 
lobe of my ear. We were sinking. sinking 
down on the big, soft gray divan. 

“Oh no, darling, I don’t have to go,” I 
whispered. “I don’t want to go.. .” 


VW HEN I AWOKE in Gerald’s suite, it 

was early evening. I gasped with fright 
as I realized what a fool I had made of 
myself—staying out all night like this and 
not even contacting my parents. I jumped 
up and went to the phone to call them. I’d 
explain that I’'d stayed overnight with a 
girl friend in Long Island. 

But I had to face serious consequences 
for my recklessness. When I hadn’t come 
home, my mother and father had become 
so worried, they’d checked all my girl 
friend’s homes. One of the girls suggested 


o 
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they call Jimmy. Jimmy was there waiting, 
having done all he knew how to try to get 
in touch with me. After bawling me out 
for making them so anxious, Mom told me 
I’d better say a word to Jimmy since he’d 
been so kind. 

She came back to the phone, curious 
and worried. Jimmy had reacted in a 
strange way, she said. He had refused 
to talk with me, taken his coat and hat 
and left. 

I couldn’t blame him. 

I awakened Gerald, who was sleeping 
like a top. He never did come all the way 
back to consciousness, mumbling a few 
words about seeing me the next evening. I 
got out of there fast and headed for home. 
I was in the dog house with the folks, but 
neither of them suspected what I nad been 
doing or why Jimmy was angry. 

I wondered if Jimmy would call me, but 
mostly I wondered how I really felt about 
Gerald. I wasn’t even ashamed of having 
surrendered myself to him—and I looked 
forward to seeing him again. I knew, 
though, that I had treated Jimmy shabbily. 
I knew his pride wouldn’t let him phone 
me. So I called his office. He usually 
worked there late during the weekend. 

Jimmy’s voice was cold and bitter when 
he found out who was calling. 

“How’s your headache?” he demanded 
sarcastically. “Did Dr. Dean cure it for 
you?” 

“Jimmy, I’ve got to see you,” I told him. 
“T don’t want you to have bad thoughts 
about me. Honestly, I’ve got to see you.” 

He finally agreed to stop by my house. 

I tried to lie my way out of what had 
happened, but it didn’t work. Between the 
time Jimmy had left my house earlier in 
the day and my phone call, he had learned 
from friends who saw me at the club that 
I’d been out with Gerald. 

I had to break down and admit the truth. 
Looking into Jimmy’s hurt eyes, I felt my 
first shame for what I’d done. I begged him 
to forgive me. I’d just been carried away, I 
told him, because Gerald was a big star 
and so nice to me. If Jimmy would only for- 
give me, I’d never lie to him again—and 
never see Gerald again. 

“Of course, I'll forgive you, darling.” 
Jimmy said finally. “I guess I just helped 
you walk into the trap anyhow, by running 
off at the mouth about what a bad guy Dean 
was. Let’s forget the whole thing.” 

I went into Jimmy’s arms and gave him 
my lips. I wanted to make this kiss genuine 
and for real—just like the kisses I’d given 
Gerald. Deep down inside, though, I knew 
it wasn’t the same. 

I told myself I must forget Gerald. I’d be 
a fool not to accept Jimmy with his sweet 
ways and his deep affection for me. I 
agreed to our engagement and I told my- 
self that whatever happened, I wouldn’t 
ever try to do anything behind Jimmy’s 
back. 

Things went along fine for the next 
couple of weeks. I was glad that Gerald 
didn’t phone me—and somehow, hurt be- 


cause he didn’t. Then a nasty story broke 
in the papers about Gerald being sued by 
a white doctor for alienation of the doe. 
tor’s wife’s affections. I pretended that this 
made a difference, that I was really glad 
Gerald wasn’t contacting me. What Jimmy 
had said about him had been true. 

I really devoted myself to working with 
Jimmy to carry out his plans about my 
modelling career. Evenings, after work, 
we'd go to the studio of a friend of his and 
I'd model in all sorts of poses and costumes, 
Things began to happen like magic. Jimmy 
submitted some color shots of me to a top 
magazine. They selected one for their cover 
—a sensational shot of me in a white bikinj 
with a beach background. After that, the 
advertising department of the magazine be. 
gan assigning me to model for various 
advertisers. But the height of it all came 
about a year after Jimmy and I had heen 
working together when I won first place 
in a contest run by all the photographers 
for all of New York City’s Negro publi- 
cations. 

The night my victory was announced, 
Jimmy looked at me with shining eyes. 

“This is it, honey,” he enthused. “This 
means we’re definitely in. You are going to 
be America’s outstanding Negro model.” 

“Oh. Jimmy. you’re so wonderful. I owe 
all of it to you,” I cried, throwing my arms 
around his neck. 

I hadn’t heard from Gerald for over a 
year and I had practically cured myself of 
thinking of him, except once in a long, 
long while. I had settled down to an easy, 
steady friendship with Jimmy. I was satis. 
fied. Then, the afternoon after I won the 
press photographers’ contest, who should 
phone me but Gerald Dean? Gerald had 
just returned from a long engagement at 
Las Vegas. 

“T’ve got to see you, dear,” he told me. 

There wasn’t even a question in my mind. 
Now, I had to admit the horrible truth 
about the way things were. When Gerald 
Dean called me, I had to go to him. 

This time, I wasn’t awkward about cover: 
ing up my tracks. I had learned a lesson 
in how to deceive. Enlisting the aid of a 
cousin whom I could trust, I pretended to 
be going out of town for the weekend to 
my cousin’s home. This was enough to 
satisfy my parents and to throw off any 
suspicions Jimmy might have. I’d arranged 
things with Gerald so we wouldn’t be seen 
in public. I’d go straight to his hotel and 
wait for him to come home after his theatre 
show was over. There wasn’t any need for 
preliminaries this time. Gerald knew what 
he wanted and so did I. 

The strange part about it all was that 
I didn’t even resent being played for a fool 
—like all the rest of Gerald’s women. | 
didn’t resent the fact that he had nor 
chalantly ignored me for more than a yea! 
and then peremptorily summoned me. 
didn’t resent the fact that I was just @ 
telephone number he used when it occurred 
to him—or when he felt in the mood. ! 
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didn’t even resent his pronounced pref- 
erence for white women—a_ preference 
which I found, over and over again, was 
almost an obsession with him. I was just 
content to be remembered when he wanted 
me. to be available when he sent for me 
and to allow no jealous questions or bitter 
reproaches to pass my lips about the way 
he treated me. Gerald Dean is one of those 
amazing men who get away with murder 
romantically. He asks for—or rather, de- 
mands—all a woman has to offer. All he 
gives is his undivided and _ beautifully- 
tailored attention while she is with him. 


HAT WAS the story of my relationship 

with Gerald for more than five years 
after our second rendezvous. I was his part- 
time mistress, the only colored girl he went 
with for those five years. At least, it nar- 
rowed down to that. And during all those 
five years, Jimmy knew nothing about what 
was happening except that I did an ingen- 
ious job of stalling Jimmy about our get- 
ting married. Sometimes, Gerald would call 
from out of town and order me to fly in to 
where he was. With the modelling going as 
it was, I always had an excuse for getting 
away. For, after working with Jimmy for 
three years, I had become undisputably one 
of the leading three Negro models in the 
country. Magazine ads, huge billboards, 
advertising brochures and news and maga- 
zine features projected my face and figure 
to the world. I was doing so well that I 
had been able to quit my job to devote 
full-time to the business of modelling and 
starring in fashion extravaganzas. 

It was a rotten life to be leading—two- 
timing a wonderful guy like Jimmy. I 
wasn’t very proud of myself when I was 
alone and could think about it. But on and 
on it went until the explosion came in 
Gerald’s life. 

He got involved with one of Hollywood’s 
top leading ladies in an affair which was 
hotter than Sahara. News columnists like 
Winchell and Sullivan hinted at it and 
the star’s husband moved out of their home 
as a result. Gerald shrugged the whole 
thing off until he discovered that he was 
being trailed by private detectives and a 
corps of investigators for a major “Con- 
fidential-type” magazine. I guess he real- 
ized then that a good job of revelation on 
his activities might break him. 

That was when he decided to ask me 
to marry him. 

There was no protestation of love, no 
eloquent declaration, just a fiendishly cold, 
fiendishly clever business proposition, sim- 
ply stated. Gerald had to get out from 
under the hammer. His Negro public was 
beginning to get wind of his preference for 
whites and his white public, the same. A 
Magazine expose was unthinkable. That’s 
the way he put it. At first, he proposed 
that we just announce our engagement 
util things blew over. He would pay a 
certain sum of money to me for helping 
him out of the spot. Meanwhile, he pointed 


out, the nationwide publicity would en- 
hance my standing as a model. I’d be more 
than ever in demand. How about it, he 
wanted to know. How about it? 

When Gerald had finished outlining his 
proposition to me, that was the moment 
I began to hate him. 

That was the moment I began to hate 
myself also. For, if it hadn’t been for my 
loose moral attitude all along, I wouldn’t 
have been placed in the position where 
such a monstrous proposition could be 
made to me. 

I began to see Gerald for what he was— 
an irresponsible playboy with a cynical 
regard for all women and a coward who 
sought the easy way out when the chips 
were down. I saw myself as I was—a 
celebrity-struck weak-kneed slut who had 
by-passed a genuine and unselfish love like 
Jimmy’s to become a slave for Gerald’s 
whims. 

The thing I wanted most in the world at 
that moment was to run home to Jimmy— 
to tell Gerald what I thought of him, his 
proposition and of myself; to hope Jimmy 
once more would be forgiving. 

But that was too much to ask of any man. 
I saw then that I didn’t deserve Jimmy. 
And since I’d become a part of this dirty 
business with Gerald, it was no more than 
I deserved to carry it right on through. I 
agreed to Gerald’s offer. 

Then I had to face Jimmy with the news 
—that I was going to become officially 
engaged to Gerald Dean. To this day, I 
remember the shock and hurt on Jimmy’s 
face. the long silence during which he 
stared at me with disbelief. 

“So. it’s been him all along, behind my 
back, huh?” Jimmy said quietly. We were 
having coffee in a little shop where we met 
often to talk and plan. Jimmy snapped his 
fingers for the waiter and requested the 
check. Standing up and reaching for his 
hat on the rack above us, he told me: 
“Thanks for the five-year buggy ride.” 

Then he was gone. 

I broke down into tears right there in 
the shop, not caring about the curious looks 
of the people. 


THE FANFARE and publicity about my 

engagement to Gerald Dean was car- 
ried by all the Broadway and Hollywood 
columns, emblazoned across the front pages 
of the Negro press and announced on radio 
broadcasts. My stock as a model soared. 
I was in demand constantly, for style 
shows. hair shows, important social events 
and well-paying modelling assignments. 
One of New York’s leading dailies featured 
a full-page spread on me and a top model- 
Ting agency which had formerly dealt only 
in the white field signed me to a contract. 

In fact. the barrage of publicity sort of 
defeated Gerald’s original plan. So heavy 
was the attention on our marriage plans 
that Gerald informed me reluctantly that 
maybe the best thing for us to do was to 
go on through with it. We could always 
get a divorce when we wanted to, he 


pointed out. I’'d come to learn that Gerald 
was a publicity freak. I think he really 
decided to marry me because he knew of 
the extensive coverage the wedding would 
get as a publicity stunt. 

That’s why, when we walked down the 
aisle of a fashionable church on our wed- 
ding day, I felt like anything but a bride, 
and that’s why I hated Gerald that day— 
and hated myself. 

Some of the columnists who didn’t like 
Gerald, and who could see through him, 
had insisted the engagement was a phoney. 
These same columnists, and many folks in 
show business, now predicted confidently 
that it wouldn’t last. 

I didn’t think the marriage would last 
either—nor that it would mean anything 
to either of us—except an aid to our ca- 
reers. For the looks of it, we maintained 
an apartment on Riverside Drive, but our 
lives went on just as before—with Gerald 
touring the country and playing the ofay 
girls—only a bit more discreetly; with me 
living the glamorous life of a model. 

It was only a question of time when the 
crackup would come. Gerald and I had 
less to do with each other than we had 
before the wedding. It was a merciless 
mockery of a marriage. 

It went on like that for a year. Then the 
crack-up came. Only, not the way I ex- 
pected it. I was routed out of bed one 
morning about five. It was a long distance 
call from Miami. Gerald had been badly 
hurt in an automobile crash. He and his 
press agent had been driving home from a 
party when it happened. His agent was 
dead, and it wasn’t known whether or not 
Gerald would live. 

I went to him then, as I had always done 
before. There was nothing else for me to 
do. When I got to Miami, the doctors said 
they would be able to pull him through, 
but his face was pretty messed up. When 
they broke the news to him that he would 
have to undergo surgery, Gerald knew he 
wasn’t a glamour boy anymore. 

“Well,” he said the night before the 
operation, “I gues this is it for me. I guess 
I deserve it too.” 

Then suddenly there were tears in his 
eyes, and big, handsome, lady-killer Gerald 
Dean was scared and crying for the first 
time in his life. I don’t know what I felt 
for him then. It wasn’t love and it wasn’t 
pity. I think maybe I just felt that I was 
glad to be there to see it. 

“Don’t leave me, Sally,’ 
“Please don’t leave me.” 

“IT won’t leave you,” I said solemnly. 
“We deserve each other.” 

So I didn’t leave him. And now that it’s 
over, he won’t leave me either. He doesn’t 
chase around anymore, although he must 
feel the urge. But now he feels he really 
owes me something. So we stick together. 
We're not in love and we’re not happy, but 
like I said, we deserve to be the way we 
are—imprisoned in our imitation marriage. 

THE END 
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he pleaded. 








Cheating Wife 


(Continued from Page 9) 


the expensive stove. Wreck things. The 
idea suddenly seemed delightful. I couldn’t 
resist it. I was really thinking of doing 
it when Tom came into the room—timid as 
l ual. 

I’ve said Tom was unsatisfactory as a 
husband. He also was tall and handsome. 
Does that sound pat? Like every woman 
talking about her man? If it does, I’m 
sorry. It’s the truth. Probably would have 
been better had he been short and ugly. 
But the truth is: Tom was tall and he was 
handsome. He stood six feet. two. He was 
built strong, but slim; sometimes he 
eemed almost frail. His face was a bit 
thin, but the features were finely cut. His 
face had a kind of curious. inquisitive look 
ill the time. When I first saw him, I 
thought: “Oh, what a beautiful man! I 
guess now, even in my anger, as Tom stood 
just inside the door of our room, I knew he 
was good-looking, a kind of physical 
dreamboat, but he was so goshawfully tied 
to his mother’s apron strings! 

Now Tom had an apprehensive look on 
his face which told me he was representing 
his mother. She had sent him as an emis- 
sary, to teh me something. Knowing that, 
his handsomeness suddenly vanished. I 
suddenly resented him. I wanted him to 
leave the room, to leave me alone. Now, 
of all times, I didn’t want to hear him make 
excuses for Mom Harper, or tell me what I 
should do to please her. or tell me what 
was right and what was wrong. I didn’t 
want to hear any of that stuff. But I knew 
t was coming. 

‘You didn’t finish the dishes.” Tom said, 
nd he was as grave as a man accusing his 

fe of murder. 

“T know it,” I said. 

‘Why?” he asked. 

Because,” I said, “I’m tired of cleaning 
»p behind everybody in this house. I’m no 
maid. [’m—” 

‘But.” Tom said in an aggrieved tone, 
‘a job is a job. We've got to pull to- 
ether 

“Yes,” I said, sarcastically, “like a crew! 
Well. I'm tossing in my oar. I’m fed up. 
You can finish the dishes. Or your mother 
Call 


“But it’s your job, Millie.” 


But. But. But.” I mocked him. “Who 

ys it’s my job?” 

‘Aw, Millie—” 

Tom didn’t like arguments. He couldn’t 
hold his own in one. He would do anything 


n the world to avoid one. I guess that’s 
ist another reason why he irritated me. I 
wished that he’d be more of a man. I 
vished that he’d get mad sometimes and 
aise hell; tell off that domineering mother 
of his. I wished that just once when it 
came down to a case of her or me, Tom 
would stand beside me. his arm around 
my shoulder, holding me close, and defy 
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her. But that never happened. I didn’t 
think it ever would happen, either. 

Watching him now, standing there, try- 
ing to figure out how he could carry out 
his mother’s orders without offending me 
more, I again saw the strong resemblance 
between the two of them. If ever there 
was a mother’s boy, Tom Harper was it. 
He was, as they say, the spitting image of 
her. Watching him now, I wondered what 
kind of a man the late Mr. Harper had 
been. I’d seen pictures of him, a roly-poly, 
pleasant-faced man. I could see neae of 
him in Tom and I wondered how come? 
Was Mrs. Harper’s genes so strong they 
had completely dominated her husband’s 
and produced two children who had none 
of him in them—or, at least in Tom, noth- 
ing but the lamb of him? 

Tom had a sister, Liz. Nobody knew 
where she was. They just knew she was 
somewhere, living. Probably living it up! 
I'd seen pictures of her. She was beauti- 
ful. I’d heard stories about her. and they 
were pips. She was wild and ambitious and 
strong-willed, like her mother. She had 
married early and unfortunately. She and 
her husband had had two children. two 
girls named Jeanne and Ramona. They 
were 9 and 7 and they lived with us. Liz 
and her husband had split up before Tom 
and I married and Liz, so I’d heard, left 
Chicago to seek fame and fortune in show 
business. She had had some little success 
as a singer with a band and had even 
done bits in Hollywood movies. Then she 
had quit the family. The rumor was that 
she had married a white man and was 
living in some small town in California. 
Nobody seemed to know just when she 
had divorced her first husband. nor. for 
that matter, what had happened to him. 
She had come home a few years back, 
claimed he quit her, left the girls and 
disappeared. Nobody talked about her much 
now. The Harpers seemed to be ashamed 
of her. The girls seemed to accept Mom 
Harper as their true mother. Tom never 
mentioned Liz to me. 

Tom brought me back to the moment 
and my own troubles. 

“Millie,” he said, still standing by the 
door, “I know how you feel. I know things 
aren’t perfect, but—” 

We lived in a seven-room apartment in 
the Hyde Park section of Chicago. Our 
room was good-sized, decorated in a gray 
motif with middle-priced modern furniture. 
How Tom ever got Mom Harper to put 
modern furniture in our room, I'll never 
know. Now, while he stood awkwardly by 
the door, I still rested on the bed, on 
my side. my head tilted up on my hand. 
I took a long look at Tom before I replied. 

“Remember. Tom. when you were court- 
ing me? Remember when you were prom- 
ising me the world? Remember—I was a 


little hicktown Southern girl and you were 
the bigshot soldier from up North? Well, 
you didn’t say then that I had to be a 
servant for your family. You promised me 
an apartment of my own. You said we'd 
have children of our own. You brought 
me to Chicago thinking that we would 
live a normal, married life. That’s what 
I bargained for, because I loved you. But 
what have I got, Tom? Nothing. Nothing 
—and I’m tired of it. If you and I were 
trying to make it by ourselves—if we didn’t 
have any money and I had to work to help 
out—I’d like that, because it would be me 
and you. But, Tom, you aren’t married to 
me. All you care about is your mother 
and Liz’s kids and pulling together. Well, 
Tom, I’m tired of pulling. I’m quitting—” 

That was a long speech, and with every 
word I'd tried to cut into Tom like the 
word was a long, slim-bladed knife. razor. 
sharp. I wanted to hurt him. And I did. | 
could tell by the pained expression on his 
face. I could tell by the guilty feeling in. 
side me that followed my desire to cause 
pain. Now the tears I’d struggled for start- 
ed to come easily. The strength of anger 
began to fade and I was nobody but me, 
crying out from a wilderness that is loneli- 
ness; crying out to be treated like a woman 
loved; crying for some exclusive affection; 
crying for a place in Tom’s world that took 
precedence over his mother and Liz’s chil- 
dren and the job he worked. 

“Tom,” I said, weakly, “we’ve got to face 
it. We can’t go on this way much longer. 
I’m sorry if it hurts. But I just can’t 
stand it!” 

Tom didn’t say anything for a long 
while. He never said much when he should 
have been arguing with somebody. He just 
knuckled under. In a weak sort of voice, 
he knuckled under again. “Okay, Millie. 
I'll do the dishes before I leave for work.” 

I suppose that if I hadn’t been so much 
concerned about my own feelings. I would 
have wilted here and gone back to the 
kitchen to finish the dishes. Tom was work- 
ing two jobs, trying to carry his share of 
the load. He had a day job in the post 
office and a night job on the graveyard 
shift as a janitor in a Loop office building. 
Tom’s mother had bought this two-flat 
building and he was trying to help her pay 
for it. She worked herself, as a cashier in 
a currency exchange. Her ambition was to 
pay for this building. then sell it. and buy 
a big place which would afford her se- 
curity. Before I had come. the Harper's 
had had a problem with care for the girls 
while they were at work. But it had been 
decided, after I came, that I could “pull 
my share” best by helping out with Jeanne 
and Ramona! 

The girls were sweet little people. They 
never gave me much trouble. especially 
during the school term when I only kept 
them about two hours out of the day, after 
taking them to school and picking them 
up. I tried to be contented with the ar 
rangement. I’d tried to see Tom as an 
ambitious guy who was working for 4 








sol 
stif 
the 


eve 
chu 
can 
toa 
er, 

ciat 
had 
the 

easi 
She 
too 

teac 
wer 
wer 
chu 
in t 
ding 


dy « 
ing, 
Sold 
call 
cami 


ou were 
2 Well, 
to be a 
ised me 
id we'd 
brought 
> would 
’s what 
ou. But 
Nothing 
I were 
e didn’t 
to help 
1 be me 
rried to 
mother 
Well, 
ting—” 
h every 
ike the 
, TAazor- 
I did. I 
on his 
ling in- 
0 cause 
yr start- 
f anger 
put me, 
; loneli- 
woman 
ection; 
lat took 
’s chil- 


to face 
longer. 
t can’t 


a long 
should 
He just 
' voice, 
Millie. 
work.” 
» much 
would 
to the 
; work- 
iare of 
ie post 
veyard 
ilding. 
wo-flat 
er pay 
hier in 
was to 
id buy 
er se: 
irper’s 
e girls 
1 been 
“pull 
feanne 


They 
cially 
y kept 
_ after 

them 
he al: 
as an 

for a 





goal that made sense. But I’m a woman. A 
woman doesn’t always think the way she 
should, maybe. A woman needs a man, 
particularly if she’s married. And Tom’s 
two jobs just kept him away from me too 
long. When I needed him most—when I 
needed him in bed beside me. to hug me, 
for me to cuddle up to, to make love to 
he was gone, downtown somewhere, 
sweeping somebody’s building. I was fed 
up with him and his work, especially so 
when (so I said to myself in my blues) 
the money he made wasn’t going to build 
a future for us. but to help his mother pay 
off the building and support the two chil- 
dren of his wayward sister. 
“I’m sorry, Tom.” I said, not really feel- 
ing any sorrow. 
“It’s okay,” he said weakly. He left the 
room then. I knew he had gone to do the 


dishes. 


OW THAT I look back on it, I can 

say this is the truth: although I had 
the blues, although I was dissatisfied with 
the way things were with Tom and me, I 
never deliberately set out to cheat on him. 
I really wasn’t built that way. The affair 
between me and Bill Hemming was some- 
thing that just happened. It just hap- 
pened... 

Or did it? 

Anyway, here’s my story: 

Like many Negro girls, I was raised in 
a religious home, down south. Ours was 
a small town, a sleepy town, a do-nothing- 
much town until the Government installed 
an Army camp nearby during World War 
II. Then, overnight, our town started jump- 
ing. With the coming of the soldiers, sin 
became a much bigger thing. The soldiers 
wanted fun; they wanted whiskey and 
women and pleasures of the flesh. And 
they found them. 

For a girl like me, the coming of the 
soldiers made a rather stiff existence even 
stiffer. My father was a staunch deacon in 
the Baptist church and my mother sang 
in the choir. All of us four kids—split 
evenly, two girls and two boys—went to 
church every Sunday. After the soldiers 
came, my sister Ethel and I had to listen 
to almost daily admonitions from our moth- 
er, who warned us that we couldn’t asso- 
ciate too freely with the soldiers, that we 
had to watch our reputations, that Hell was 
the pay-off for living too freely and too 
easily. But Mother needn’t have worried. 
She and Dad had raised Ethel and me 
too sternly for us to easily forget their 
teachings. Both of us were ickies. We 
weren’t bad looking, but if any soldiers 
were going to find us, it would be in 
church on Sunday morning, certainly not 
in the town’s greasy-spoon restaurants or 
dingy, smoke-filled bars. 

Tom found me in church. He and a bud- 
dy came to our church one Sunday morn- 
ing. The church people had a “Welcome 


Soldier” program going for what they 
called “the good boys”—the ones who 


came to church on Sunday. Each Sunday 


certain families would invite these soldiers 
home for dinner—and, if you want to know 
the truth of it, after some of the soldiers 
caught on. they found out this was an easy 
way of getting a girl, the town’s best. with- 
out spending money for the pleasure. Any- 
way Tom and his buddy came home to din- 
ner one Sunday. I had just turned 21. It was 
late spring and I had returned home after 
graduating from State College. I was look- 
ing forward to getting a job as a teacher 
in the local high school the next fall. But 
I fell for Tom right away. And I got a 
new ambition. I wanted to marry him and 
go live with him in Chicago, which he 
called “the big city.” He made is sound 
nice and exciting and romantic. He made 
married life with him sound like all the 
He convinced 
good guy. 


heaven a woman could want. 
Mom and Dad that he was a 
They were all in favor of our getting mar- 


ried, the same as I was. 
The day after Tom got his discharge, 


ending his two-year hitch, we were married. 
The next day, we flew to Chicago and 
“home.” We came in on “Cloud 9,” as gay 
and as happy and as lovey-dovey as two 
birds ever were. That was two years ago. 
Just two years ago. In that short time, all 
the bliss and happiness and lovey-dovey- 
ness faded. I wasn’t a born cheater. But 
I started cheating . 

One of the things I never 
used to in Chicago was that people seemed 
to start right out drinking first thing in 
the morning. I had to get out early every 
morning to take Jeanne and Ramona to 


quite got 


school. On the way. we passed a corner 
bar (it was called a “lounge”). and I 


almost every morning that even 
before 9 a.m. both men and women were 
“lighting up” for the day. Since this was 
no 24-hour place, I knew the people hadn’t 
been in there all night. 

I don’t really know why I stopped in 
this place. But I did—the morning after 
Tom and [I had the argument about the 
I'd taken the girls to school and 
I was sup- 


noticed 


dishes. 
I was on my way back home. 
posed to clean up the breakfast dishes, 
straighien up the house, and take care of 
the business of running an apartment. But 
as I neared this place—walking—I sud- 
denly had an urge to go in and join the 


people. It was hot and summery and I 
thought: ] need some cigarettes anyway. 


Pil go in and buy a pack and have just 
Then I'll go home. 1 went in. I 
And I met Bill Hem- 


one beer. 
had several beers. 
ming. 


B ILL WASN’T really a good-looking 

guy. but he was neat. He dressed 
well. And, for some reason I didn’t quite 
get. he reminded me of a college boy. I 
sort of liked him from the first. 

After entering the lounge, I almost had 
had cold feet. But the cigarette idea made 
it seem natural for me to be in the 
So I walked up to the bar and 
sat down. Soon a bartender came up and 
I said, “Give me a package of Chesterfields, 
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please.” He brought the cigarettes. I paid 
him. Then he said, “Will there be some- 
thing else?” I still wasn’t too well decided. 
[ felt sort of strange, out of place, like 

cheap floozy. But I said, “Well... 

es,” and I ordered a bottle of beer. I 

tarted sipping the beer, looking around 
nervously to see who was in the place. 

hat’s when Bill sidled up, sat down and 
isked: “Having a morning cap?” 

[ wasn’t too eager to talk. Yet having 
somebody to talk to made it seem easier 
or me to be in the bar. So I said: “What’s 
1 morning cap?” 

‘Oh,” Bill said, laughing, “just a corny 
cag of mine. You know, nightcap, morn- 
ing cap. A drink in the morning.” 

In spite of myself, and my blues, I 
laughed too. “Oh,” I said, “T see.” 

“T don’t think I’ve seen you here before,” 
Bill said. 

“No. This is my first time.” 

‘I’m Bill Hemming,” he said. “I work 
nights so I don’t get much chance for nor- 
mal fun like other guys. When I get off 
the job, I stop in here two or three days 
1 week, have a beer. then go on home. 
It’s gotten to be habit now, I guess. But 
this beer is putting a little weight on.” He 
patted his stomach, and I could see just 
i little bulge, although he didn’t have any- 
thing to worry about yet. 

Bill and I hit it off pretty well. 

And one beer, for me, got to be several 
peers, 

After we’d gotten to know each ‘other a 
little, Bill suggested that the beers be on 
him and that we take our glasses over to 
1 booth, where we could stretch out and be 
more comfortable. At first, we were just 
cetting acquainted. I was glad to make 
1 new friend because I hadn’t made many 
since I'd come to Chicago. Then we got 

» talking about people and problems. Bill 
talked about an airplane accident that 

s in the news. Seemed that two planes 
had left Los Angeles three minutes apart, 
headed east. and had collided over Arizona, 
killing 128 people. Bill said it was a 

hame that with all of the technical knowl- 
edge Americans boast about. they can’t 
perfect a system which would prevent so 
serious an accident. I guess the discussion 
of one problem led to talk about another. 
Before I realized exactly what was going 
m. I had started talking about my marital 
troubles. But Bill made that seem natural, 
»0. He started talking about his troubles 

id the real reason why he stopped by 
he lounge every morning: he hated to 

home to a nagging wife! 

So we had a common problem. 

Without really thinking. but pushed on 
by some devil somewhere, I lifted my glass, 
looked Bill in the eye and said, “To us!” 

He wasn’t the quickest on the up-take 
this time, but he finally caught on, and he 
responded: “To us.” 

In a way, I guess, we were like two 
conspirators, really plotting a big swindle 
on Mr. Harper and Mrs. Hemming. Only 
thing is. and this is the real truth, I 
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didn’t realize just what was happening that 
morning. 

The booth we were sitting in was a sort 
of circular affair which allowed a couple 
to sit side by side, instead of across from 
each other, if they desired. Bill and I 
hadn’t been sitting close, but after the 
toast, he slipped in close to me. I had a flash 
warning of conscience, but the spirit or the 
magic of the moment, plus the effect of 
the several beers, quickly doused the flash 
and I felt good, having Bill close. For a 
girl who hadn’t done much sinning. I was 
making a fast start. But then Bill was a 
pleasant, friendly sort of guy and he made 
it easy. Another thing, which I didn’t 
realize at the time. was that Bill was no 
piker. He had been around. He knew 
some scores, in a lot of games. 

As Bill slipped up close. he also slipped 
his arm along the back of the seat. Again 
that flash warning of conscience. But again 
there was a lulling word from Bill. And 
I liked having his arm back there. I felt 
a thrill inside. I felt daring. I felt ex- 
hilirated. The beer was good. The place 
was warm. The lighting was dim. It was 
early morning, but what difference did that 
make? None. I was so lonely, so in need 
of affection. I snuggled in close to Bill. 
For just a moment, nestled there. I closed 
my eyes and dreamed. I don’t know wheth- 
er in my dream Bill was Bill or Tom—but 
he was a man and he was a lover and I 
needed a loverman. 

I felt a light touch on my cheek. Light, 
like a feather, but moist and warm and 
tingling. I opened my eyes to find Bill’s 
face close to mine. “You know something?” 
he asked. 

“What?” I said. 

“T like you,” he said. 

“T like you, too.” I said. I didn’t know 
whether it was me or the beer talking. But 
I didn’t care. I opened my mouth to speak 
again, but Bill closed it with a kiss. The 
sensation was so good, so very good. that I 
had a hard time remembering that we were 
in a public place and that I was a married 
woman and that Bill was a married man 
and that my parents hadn’t raised me to 
do such things. Yet—TI liked it. Let’s tell 
the truth: I liked being kissed by Bill 
Hemming, a man I’d picked up in a bar. 
But when Bill’s kiss got more insistent, 
when his kiss suggested more and urged 
more and I felt my body agreeing that 
what his kiss suggested was a good idea, 
I decided to call a halt. 

He was quick to relent. “I understand,” 
he said. 

“T think I’d better go now.” I said. 

Bill caught my hand and looked soul- 
fully into my eyes. “You don’t know how 
much I enjoyed being with you,” he said. 

“I enjoyed it, too,” I said. 

“Good,” he said. “Let’s make a date 
for another time, huh?” 

I should have known better. But I didn’t. 
Or I didn’t care. Anyway, I said: “Call me 
sometime. In the day. We'll see.” I told 
him the phone was listed to Mrs. Marjorie 


Harper, Tom’s mother. Then I hurried out 
of the place. 


[HE REST of the day went easily and 

smoothly. The tension was off. I went 
home and did my work with a song on 
my lips and a new-found lightness in my 
heart. I actually enjoyed the work. And 
when it came time for me to pick up the 
girls, I walked with light feet. No drag. 
ging. No grumbling inside my mind. No 
self-pitying. No beefing. All seemed right 
with the world. And I was glad. 

I picked up the girls. took them home, 
and prepared supper. When Mom Harper 
came home, everything was all set. All 
we had to wait for was Tom. Mom Harper 
was surprised. She looked at me curiously, 
but she said nothing. I knew, though, that 
she was wondering how come I had supper 
so early. Tom came in and he, too, quickly 
noticed the change in my attitude. I saw 
a pleased smile creep across his face. It 
was almost a smile of relief. As though he 
knew, somehow, that I was in a good mood 
and he wouldn’t have to beef with me to- 
night. Everybody was in good mood when 
supper was served. And everybody, in- 
cluding the girls, had a kind word to say 
about my cooking. I’d fixed steaks. I'd 
fixed them good. And of that, too. I was 
glad. This was a rare day for me, thanks 
to Bill Hemming. 

That first meeting with Bill led to many 
meetings with him at the lounge. The truth 
is. it got to be a kind of ritual for both 
of us. At first, I knew I was doing wrong, 
taking a chance, probably being foolish, 
But I gradually lost my apprehensions be- 
cause Bill filled a void for me. I gradually 
got used to the place, to the people who 
came there early in the morning, to cheat- 
ing this little bit on Tom. Gradually. Bill 
became a real part of my life; and I looked 
forward to meeting him. The drinks, the 
conversation. the kisses; they became the 
real joys in my life. They gave me strength 
to endure the heartaches and blues of be- 
ing Mrs. Tom Harper. 

I guess I filled a need for Bill. too. be- 
cause he never missed a day when we were 
supposed to meet. After we got to know 
each other better, we decided that it would 
be more fun if we met later in the day. 
That would give Bill a chance to catch a 
little sleep after working all night. So we 
started meeting around 1 o’clock in the 
afternoon. That gave us two and a half 
hours before I went to pick up the girls 
at school. And those hours were bliss. 
Then. one day. Bill had another idea: 

“Look, Millie.” he said. “Why should 
we have to come to this bar? You're alone 
at your place? I could pick up some 
liquor, some stuff for sandwiches, and we 
could have more fun there.” 

The suggestion sort of scared me. T knew 
what it might lead to. Meeting Bill in 
the bar was wrong, but at least there was 
a limit to what we did. We had drinks and 
conversation and kisses and that was all. 
Any place else, we might go all the way 
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—and I wasn’t sure I could do that. After 
all, I had been raised in a strict home! 
That was the malarkey I was giving my- 
self—because, if I tell the whole truth, | 
desperately wanted Bill all to myself, to 
be all mine. I needed his loving. I needed 
it bad. And, in my mind, I had been trying 
to figure out a way that I could have him 
without actually coming out and “propos- 
ing” to him. 

I appraised the chances of our being 
discovered, and decided that on five days 
of the week we were perfectly safe. Then 
I told Bill, “All right. Get the stuff and 
come over to my place around the usual 
time.” 

That’s how Bill started coming to visit 
me at the apartment. Oh, sure, it was a 
foolish arrangement. I was just a love- 
starved fool and I didn’t have sense enough 
to think about neighbors and the dangers 
involved. I was, you might say, just a 
poor, selfish, love-sick girl. I was thinking 
only of my own pleasure. I was so bored 
with life and the hand it had dealt me 
that I was willing, foolishly, to gamble on 
an illegitimate hand. I guess Bill was in 
the same position. Anyway: it got to the 
point where Bill and I discussed the possi- 
bility of our breaking up our marriages 
and marrying each other. 

I remember the day it came up. It was 
about three months after I’d first met Bill. 
We'd become a steady item by now. And, 
luckily, nobody that counted in our imme- 
diate families was the wiser. 

Bill and I were sitting in the living room 
of the Harper apartment, having drinks. 
I'd fixed Scotch and sodas for both of us 
and we were feeling pretty good. Since I’d 
first met him, Bill had lost some weight 
and I thought, now, he was a real hand- 
some cat. Of course, Bill never could be 
handsome with his wide, flat nose. But 
that’s how a guy looks to you when you 
think you’re in love with him. And I did 
think I was in love with Bill. 

“You and me,” Bill said that day. “Mil- 
lie—we were made for each other. Did 
you ever have that feeling?” 

I said, yes, we did hit it off well. 

“Aw,” Bill said, “better than that. We 
hit it off great. We’re our kind of people.” 

We were sitting close up, on the sofa. 
Bill’s arm was around my shoulder, and 
his head was close to mine. He held his 
drink in his right hand. My drink was on 
the cocktail table in front of us. I had my 
shoes off. I had a loose frock on. And I 
was leaning, relaxed, into Bill’s arm. I 
liked the conversation, too. 

I was cheating on Tom and it felt good. 
It felt good all around. Cheating on Tom. 
Getting even with Mrs. Harper. Having 
some fun for myself. This was the life. 
Where had I been all the time? 

Plus all this, we had music on the record 
player, and it was romantic. 

“You know,” Bill said in the midst of a 
ballad, “I love you, Millie.” 

The drinks. The music. Bill’s arm 
around me. closing in tight now, bringing 
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“How My Children 


Gently Sleep Away 


Constipation Trouble Overnight!” 


Mrs. J. D. Foster, Blaine, Tenn., adds: “Youngsters love the taste of this 


When constipation sours 
little stomachs, children 
sulk, can’t eat or sleep 
right. Then wise mothers 
give Syrup of Black- 
: Draught. Its wonder- 
ful laxative action helps sweeten sour 
stomachs at the same time. Then how fast 
digestions and dispositions improve! 
Syrup of Black-Draught tastes honey- 





laxative-stomach sweetener! They take Syrup of Black-Draught without complaint!” 


sweet. Children love it. Made of pure vege- 
table herbs—acts thoroughly but gently. 
No harsh griping. Given at bedtime, re- 
lieves constipation overnight! Helps 
sweeten sour stomach too! Youngsters vir- 
tually sleep away those constipation wor- 
ries! Over 30,000,000 bottles sold. Get 
Syrup of Black-Draught today! 

ADULTS: Try regular Black-Draught—Powder, 
Granulated or new, easy-to-take Tablets. 
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me closer to him. His lips, hot and anx- 
ious, were close to mine. The feel of his 
breath on my face. The warmth of it. The 
feel of his heartbeat. Fast and urgent. I 
knew about it because I was entwined with 
him. Bill kissed me. And it wasn’t the 
light brush of lip on lip. It was hard and 
demanding. With the kiss was his crushing 
embrace. I heard him sigh. And I under- 
stood. I understood how it was with him 
—because the thrill of our closeness was 
almost more than I could live with. I 
turned myself toward Bill; I wanted to be 
as close as I could. I wanted to be painted 
onto him so that we’d be not two people 
but one. having enough thrills for two. Bill 
squeezed me to him. Tight. I could hardly 
breathe. But I didn’t care. Little electric 
currents ran through my body. My breath 
came in snatches, between kisses. Bill’s 
was the same. This was supreme pleasure. 
And a little pain. It was the most a person 
could feel. Being a part of a man, so close 
it seemed like we two were one, so close 
we could feel each other’s heart beat, hard; 
so close that we knew every little secret of 
each other that there was to know—except 
one. So close . .. we knew it was only 
a matter of minutes before we’d know that 
one remaining secret... 


DON’T REALLY KNOW when the 

party broke up. The pleasure was so 
strong I blacked out into ecstasy. And I 
didn’t come to until it was too late. When 
I came out of it, Bill and I were in the 
room that belonged to Tom and me. it was 
two hours past closing time at school, Mom 
Harper was home—and there she was, star- 
ing disgustedly down at us, spitting out 
dirty words: 

“So,” she said, nastily. “I knew it. My 
boy went and married himself a whore!” 

It was the nastiest. dirtiest thing she 
could have said, but I deserved every syl- 
lable of it. If she had been wrong before, 
I was wrong now. Terribly wrong. Not 
only was I wrong in every way that per- 
tained to me, I had let myself get caught by 
my mother-in-law, in her apartment, with 
another man. I also had forgotten my duty, 
for I’'d never thought about going for the 
girls. The drinks and the love-making had 
completely blotted out of my mind all 
responsibility and duty. I wasn’t what Mom 
Harper said, but I wasn’t any better. And 
Bil... 

I soon found out how much of a man he 
was. 

When Mom Harper opened the door and 
burst in on us, he was snoozing in my 
arms. He came to with a start and he was 
so scared he tried to fall through the bed. 
While Mom Harper spat out her dirty 
words at me, he cringed by my side. Maybe 
I shouldn’t be harsh on him; what can a 
man do in such a situation but cringe? 
When she looked at him, he withered. At 
that moment. I was sorry I’d ever seen 
him. And all I wanted him to do was get 
the hell out of the room. I wanted him out 


so Mom Harper and I could get the whole 
business finished up. I knew we had a 
knock-down, drag-out battle coming. She 
knew it, too. And, I guess, Bill knew it, to 
make three of us with the same informa. 
tion. For Mom Harper backed out of the 
room as soon as Bill started to get out of 
bed, which he did in a scared sort of way, 

“We're in a mess,” he said after a mo. 
ment. dressing. 

“We are that,” I said, “and the sooner 
you cut, the better itll be for everybody.” 

“The old lady is hot,” he said. 

“Bill,” I said. “this is no time for talk, 
You’re lucky my husband didn’t find you 
here. Now, get out, will you?” 

I was in a daze. In a way, I knew what 
was happening and in a way I didn’t. Ina 
way I was terribly distressed. and in an- 
other I didn’t care. I knew I had done a 
terrible thing and had been caught at it. 
I knew I had brought disgrace to the Har- 
per family. I realized, after a while. that 
I hadn’t gone for the girls and I feebly 
wondered where they were. But, also in a 
way, I was in the wake of the best time of 
my life and I was drugged by drink; with 
such a combination, it isn’t possible to be 
fully alive—to fear, to be afraid of danger, 
to have the full realization that you have 
sinned. to know remorse, to know anything. 

Somehow or other Bill got dressed and 
got out of there. We didn’t have much to 
say. Both of us seemed to know that this 
was the end of us, that we’d played the 
fool. 

But Bill had no sooner left the room than 
Mom Harper came in and started giving 
me the devil. It was soon plain why she 
hadn’t raised it when Bill was there. She 
didn’t even blame him. She just took it 
for granted that it was all my fault; that 
I'd gone out and dug up this man and 
shanghaied him home. She didn’t care 
about him. She hated me. 

Mom Harper, mad, was a terrible sight. 
And she was a tornado. “So,” she said, 
“you think you'll have your men in my 
home. do you?” I never had a chance to 
answer, for she hit me a punch that felt 
like a man’s blow. Then she was on me 
like a passel of tigers. She ripped my 
clothing from me. She hurled terrible epi- 
thets at me. She punched me in the face 
and body. She even kicked me. She blamed 
me for ruining her son. She accused me of 
neglecting Liz’s girls. According to her, 1 
was a no-good bum. And I had no rebuttal. 
No way at all. If it hadn’t been for Tom, 
Mom Harper might have murdered me 
right there in my own room. 

When Tom came home from his day job, 
he found Jeanne’s and Ramona’s teacher 
standing at the door, about to ring the 
bell. She had waited for me to come after 
the girls. and when I didn’t show up, she 
decided to bring them home herself. She 
was a sweet lady and she wasn’t bitter 
about the two-hour wait. 

Of course, Tom was surprised to discover 
that I-hadn’t gone for the girls. He really 
didn’t know what to think. But he had 
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thanked the girls’ teacher and brought 
them on into the apartment. There he 
found me and his mother fighting. I hadn’t 
wanted to hit the woman, but I had to do 
something in self-defense. By the time Tom 
came, our room was a shambles. Mrs. Har- 
per was much older than I was, but she 
was a female tiger; she was more than I'd 
bargained for. 

I got a glimpse of Tom as he entered the 
room with the two girls by his side. As- 
tounded, he took in the show for a second, 
then separated his mother and me. His 
mother was all for killing me on the spot 
and it was all Tom could do to hold her 
off me. “The ————!” Mom Harper spat 
out the dirtiest word a woman can hear. 

I knew Tom and I were through. Know- 
ing it sort of knocked some sense into me. 
And I was sorry. Sorry even though I didn’t 
think he’d been the kind of man he should 
have been. For he was hurt by all of this, 
more than Mom Harper, more than the 
girls. I knew now that it wasn’t Tom’s 
fault that our marriage hadn’t been all I’d 
dreamed it would be. He had done what he 
thought was the right thing to do to help us 
all out. This was a pull-together thing with 
him and I hadn’t understood. 

Now, though, there wasn’t anything for 
me to do but clear out. There wasn’t any 
place for a lot of talk and platitudes and 
begging for forgiveness. I had committed 
asin. I had been caught. That was that! 
I could have made a big plea, but it would 
have sounded phony. So I packed my 
things and went back home. My people 
were shocked by our bust-up, but they 
finally understood what I told them: “I 
made a mistake, that’s all.” 

Of course, they thought I meant I made a 
mistake when I married Tom. They didn’t 
know I had violated everything they’d tried 
to teach me about right and wrong. 


I’ve been home almost a month now, try- 
ing to forget, sometimes hoping Tom would 
call or come and take me back; other times 
just beating my brains out for being such 
a fool. Meanwhile, I’ve been hoping that 
Mom and Dad won’t learn the truth. I’ve 
been thinking: I’ve got to get away from 
here. A long ways. I’ve been thinking of 
going to Miami and trying to get a job in 
a hotel there. 

I should say, I HAD been thinking about 
going to Miami and... 

For the mailman just came. 

And he left a letter from Tom. 

Tom said: 

“Dear Millie: 

“T guess you’re surprised to hear from 
me, after all that happened. I'll admit 
that when I heard the story from Mom, 

I was terribly disappointed in you. 

But after you didn’t even try to make 

an excuse for yourself, I began to won- 

der: maybe I was wrong, too. Millie, I 

don’t think you should have been so 

bold as to bring another man right into 
our bedroom, but I can understand 

how you could get lonely and want a 

man so bad that you would . . . well, 

you know what I mean. 

“T’ve listened to Mom talk dirty 
about you so long that I’ve learned 
more than I ever knew. It’s hell when 
somebody you’ve believed in all your 
life turns out to be a hypocrite. But 
that’s what Mom is, and let’s face it. 
Let’s face this, too: I love you, Millie. 
And I want to be married to you again, 
in our own place .. .” 

I’m writing Tom right now. I’m telling 
him that it'll be a privilege to be with him 
and that I’m cured: I'll be a one-man gal 
from now on. To be more specific, I'll be 


his until death do us part... . 
THE END 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


MASTER OF THE HAMMOND OR- 
gan Bill Doggett’s traveling companion is 
aportable electric organ with earphones so 
that he can practice anywhere at any time 
without disturbing the peace. When the 
earphones are detached others can dig the 
crazy sounds. 

MEANWHILE, OUT IN DETROIT, 
another music master of the Hammond, 
Don Rapheal, would like it known that he 
has organ, will travel . . . preferably back 
to the City (New York). 

NEITHER RECOGNITION FROM 
the State Department as an International 
Cultural Exchange artist, nor a listing in 
Who’s Who, the book that tells who has 
“arrived” in the world, would convince 
the West Coast’s American Legion War 
Memorial Commission to let Mr. John 
(Dizzy) Gillespie play a performance in 
their auditorium. Seems the powers that be 
had never heard of Diz, and so no date. 


MISS DINAH WASHINGTON, 
“Queen of the Blues,” raised a lot of loot 
for the fight against juvenile delinquency 
by appearing in religious concert at a 
Harlem church. 

ETHEL WATERS WAS THE MOST 
surprised party of all when her brief ca- 
reer as a TV big-money winner was cut 


short because she failed to recognize the 


tune Blue Skies, a 
famous over 30 years ago. 

THERE’S NO DOUBT ABOUT IT, 
the King Cole Trio plays the kind of music 
you love to hear. But have you noticed 
Nat’s TV trio is really a quartet. 
SIDNEY POITIER WAS SIGNED 


by Warner Brothers for the important role 


song she herself made 


in Band Of Angels that had this studio 
testing such actors as William Marshall, 


Harry Belafonte, Billy Eckstine and Joe 


Adams. 
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Here’s a secret millions have discovered about 
FEEN-A-MINT, the wonderfully different chew- 
ing-gum laxative. 

FEEN-A-MINT is different because you chew 
it. It’s different, too, because it removes mostly 
waste—not good food! FEEN-A-MINT does not 
work in the stomach, where your food is being 
digested. That’s why it does not take away 
a lot of the good food you need for energy. 

Doctors know that FEEN-A-MINT works chiefly 
in the lower bowel...removes mostly waste, 
not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as millions do. 
Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT...and feel full 





of life and energy! Get FEEN-A-MINT today. 
16 tablets, 35¢—also small and economy sizes. 
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Blemishes! Glow! 


Begins magic lightening and clearing action 
at once! Makes dull, dark, rough skin 
lighter, brighter, more alluring! Specially 
medicated to dry up blackhead bumps; con- 
ceal ugly spots, blemishes, tiny lines. Order 
Bleach & Glow at once by mail. Use as or- 
dinary foundation cream. Skin begins to 
lighten, brighten, become more radiant im- 
mediately or money back! Order now: Bleach 
& Glow, Box 2505, Memphis, Tenn. 
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‘astes 
you can use for quaventesd lighter” ‘brighter com- 
plexion. You get immediate results in just 3 days 
with wonderful PRESTO Bleaching Cream .. . 
Results you actually can see in your own mirror 

and in his eyes. Get PRESTO and prove 
‘to poumalt that your skin can be lighter, 
brighter, slowing and blemish-free. 
One 2 oz. jar $1.00. Enclose your re- 
mittance with order. Save C.O.D. fee. 
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The Strangest Love 
Story Ever Told 


(Continued from Page 25) 


ever, Eddie is Willie’s best friend. There is 
nothing he is asked to do that he will not 
make an effort to accomplish. And though 
the two men don’t go out together, they get 
along fine. 

“Eddie and I are alright,” Willie ex. 
plains. “I wanted him to stay with me be. 
cause I don’t want no couple or woman 
ruining the things Martha and I have.” 
And other than relatives, no woman has 
ever crossed that door sill since Martha 
was taken away November 5. 1955. 

How long will Eddie stay in the neat flat 
on the dirty eastside? “As long as Mister 
Willie will let me,” he humbly answers, 
“If he thinks I should stay, I'll stay, and 
when he thinks I should go, I'll go.” 

And so the four principal characters in 
this strange love story are scattered in an 
equally strange pattern: Lucille Gore's 
body lies under the ground, and above her 
grave. inscribed on a headstone. the date 
reads November 5, 1955; Martha Moore 
languishes in jail beaten by the whip of 
her conscience with each new day; and 
Willie and Eddie, pointed out on the 
streets, are victims of snickers, stares, ridi- 
cule, and are accused of strange doings. 

But all this Willie can endure, because 
twice a month he can see his Martha, and 
in nine years he can, maybe, bring her 
back to their house. And then there is 
Eddie. convicted of no crime. yet were it 
not for him, chances are, there would have 
been no murder. Even Eddie has a con- 
science. 

And yet, out of the scandal. out of the 
cheating, out of the lies and unfaithful- 
ness, out of the murder and misplaced con- 
fidences, Willie has learned to say: “I 
forgive.” 

They don’t make this brand of love very 
often anymore, it’s the kind that diction- 
aries make no mention of, and little people 
know nothing about. An understanding of 
it made one Chinese philosopher write: 
“When a man loves a woman more than he 
loves himself, and he loses that woman, 
then he has lost himself. And if a man 
loves a woman more than life itself, and 
he loses that woman, he has lost life itself. 
But if a man loves a woman more than 
he loves his very own soul and he loses 
that woman, he has lost his very own 
soul.” 

This is the kind of love Willie has for 
Martha, and thanks to a greater power, he 
has lost neither himself nor his woman. 
For though they are separated by bars of 
steel, their love remains as glowing 4s 


starfire in the night. 
THE END 





actly 
have 


colle 
land 
pain 
plac 
ie, € 
hush 
cevel 
only 
the 
Dad 
there 
sion 
with, 
my | 
youn 
of p 
two | 
him 
1. 
learr 
didn 
first 
my 
reali 
anyo 
I dat 
hack 
goin 
kidd 
“old 
sent 
sun 
perie 
show 


in ch 
boost 
wait. 
excit 


and | 


pros] 
My 3 
socia 
ligen 


ve 


There is 
will not 
though 
hey get 


llie ex. 
me be. 
woman 
have.” 
an has 
Martha 


eat flat 
Mister 
iswers, 
'y. and 
J 

ters in 
| in an 
Gore’s 
ve her 
e date 
Moore 
hip of 
: and 
nthe 
s, Tidi- 
Zs. 
2cause 
a, and 
g her 
ere is 
ere it 
| have 


lL con- 


of the 
thful- 
1 con- 


y: “] 


> very 
ction- 
eople 
ng of 
vrite: 
an he 
man, 


and 
tself. 
than 
loses 


s for 
r, he 
man. 
rs of 
y as 


END 





Desire Drove Me Mad 


(Continued from Page 33) 


actly the kind of girl who could expect to 
have a husband and a home. 

And to make sure, Dad sent me to 
college. I graduated with honors, then 
Janded a job as a chemist in Chicago. A 
paint company laboratory was as good a 
place as any to find a personable, energet- 
ic. entertaining and sure-to-be successful 
husband. At least I thought so. It was 
several months before I realized that the 
only unmarried men I was seeing around 
the Acme Paint Company were laborers. 
Dad wouldn’t have liked them. Oh sure, 
there were a few male and single profes- 
sionals around who were fun to lunch 
with, that is, if I remembered to pick up 
my part of the check. And there was the 
young physicist with more than his share 
of personality who was paying alimony to 
two former wives. Dad wouldn’t have liked 
him either. 

I explained to Dr. Graber that I soon 


learned to be patient about men. They 
didn’t seem too important during those 


first years when I was getting settled 
my job. But then the day came when I 
realized it had been months since I dated 
anyone I really liked, or even months since 
I dated at all. And my letter-writing friends 
back home began asking me when was I 
going to grab off that wonder man, or they 
kidded about my chances of becoming an 
“old maid.” Once my college roommate 
sent me snapshots of her baby having a 
sun bath and I weighed my life and ex- 
perience against hers and wondered which 
showed the greater profit. 

But the balance swung toward a career 
inchemistry after I received my first salary 
boost. I told myself that marriage could 
wait. After all, my work was far more 
exciting than being tied down to a broom 
and brats. 

Besides, I had definite ideas of what a 
prospective husband would have to be like. 
My man had to have passable looks, be 
sociable enough to like dances and intel- 
ligent enough to be interested in books 
and fine art and classical music like me. 
He had to be reserved and witty and 
lovable, like Dad. My friends kept telling 
me: “You mustn’t be so particular; you 
aren’t getting any younger you know.” Or: 
“Even if you don’t like your date, you 
should go out with him so you'll meet 
new people.” I often did. only to find 
myself so bored that I usually took two 
cocktails too many and wound up at the 
laboratory the next morning with my head 
feeling like it was stuffed in a test tube. 

I told Dr. Graber about how the hus- 
bands of a few of my friends took an 
avid interest in my dismal love life. They 
jokingly offered to help me do something 


about it, and in the case of a particularly 
attractive one, I almost thought “Why 
not?” Only, of course, I couldn’t because 
Dad had reared me much too carefully for 
anything as tawdry as that. Besides, Dad 
always said what you do in the dark will 
always come to light and even if it didn’t 
you still had your conscience to live with. 

Naturally, I had long since read all the 
books and articles that debated the fasci- 
nating subject of whether or not an active 
sex life is important to a normal woman’s 
mental and physical health. Some of the 
arguments claimed that when people sup- 
pressed sex desires they became frustrated 
and bottled up. But when they expressed 
them their personalities enlarged. Yet, 
since I had been brought up “properly.” I 
told myself that the world wasn’t one big 
boudoir and all the fuss about sex was 
much ado about nothing. 

That is, most of the time I told myself 
that. And then again, I thought maybe 
there was something to it. In fact, my 
body often made me know for sure. I 
told Dr. Graber that one minute I would 
be feeling fine, feeling gay, busy, loving 
life and people. The next minute I would 
be on an express highway to hell. The 
trip would begin with a feeling of empti- 
ness inside. Something, I don’t know what 
to call it, would start to ache. Something 
right in the center of me would feel as if 
it were opening up, spreading apart may- 
be. It would be as if a hole in my vitals 
appeared. Then the emptiness would start 
to throb, at first softly like a fluttering 
pulse. For a little while, that’s all that 
would happen. But then the pulse would 
turn into a regular beat, and the beat 
would get stronger and stronger. The hole 
would get bigger. Soon I’d feel as if there 
was nothing to me but a vast yawning 
space trapped in skin that grabbed con- 
vulsively at nothingness. The beating would 
get louder. The sensation would change 
from an ache to a hurt, a pounding hurt. 
The feeling of emptiness would become 
agony. In a short while there’d be nothing 
of me but an immense drumming vacuum. 

Dr. Graber asked me when I had these 
attacks and I explained they usually came 
at night as I struggled to get to sleep. 
Then I would lapse into all sorts of weird 
dreams. They were fantastic nightmares 
filled with grotesque forms, of faceless fig- 
ures and nameless obscenities, of torrential 
cascades beating upon me with the fury 
of whips. And there were footsteps, the 
haunting. inexorable beat of disembodied 
pairs of shoes mercilessly following me 
through empty corridors, or the mad stac- 
cato of an angry mob of pursuers. And 
there was laughter, the echoing hysteria 
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of a lone madwoman’s how! of mockery, or 
the shrieking, derisive chorus of countless 
lunatics. 

After one of these nightmares, I would 
have severe headaches. Even as I lay in 
Dr. Graber’s office trying to tell him about 
a dream I had the night before my head 


throbbed. Only snatches of the dream 
flashed in my mind. 
“But you can’t remember anything 


more?” he asked. 

“Nothing definite—only water again, and 
being chased, and the sound of laughter.” 

“Yet you speak of odd shapes, rooms. 
landscapes, action of some sort. scenes. 
Describe them.” 

“T can’t,” I said. covering my eyes with 
my hands. “Please don’t keep after me 
so. I’m telling you everything I remember. 
Maybe my dreams are so terrible I have 
to forget them.” 

“Exactly what is it you’re trying to 
forget?” 

“T don’t know. Please! 
talk about it anymore. 
headache.” 

“That’s all, if you like. Perhaps you'll 
be feeling better at the next session.” 

I thanked him profusely and hurried out 
of his office, through the reception room 
and on to the bank of elevators out in the 
hall. To my surprise I met again the fellow 
that had chatted with me in Dr. Graber’s 
reception room. He was making a great 
show of pressing the “down” button and 
we exchanged the meaningless remarks 
that people always exchange while waiting 
for elevators. 

Then he explained he had returned for 
a package he thought he left in Dr. Gra- 
ber’s. But after he had come all the way 
back to the fifth floor, he remembered that 
he hadn’t brought it with him after all. He 
told me he had asked the doctor to psycho- 
analyze his mother. But Dr. Graber said 
that at 63 she was too old and set in her 
ways for psychoanalysis to help her. Then 
he asked if I had known Dr. Graber long 
and I explained I had just visited him for 
the first time. He asked why. I told him 
I had problems. Our conversation stopped 
abruptly as we stepped into the crowded 
car and rode down side by side in self- 
conscious silence. 


I don’t want to 
I have an awful 


T THE street door he turned and said, 
“I’m no good at this sort of thing, but 

don’t you suppose the fact that you and I 
share the same doctor might stand as an 
introduction and I could ask you to have 
dinner sometime?” 

“But I don’t even know your name,” I 
sputtered defensively. 

“Oh, that’s easy. Bob. Bob Allen!” 

“But I hardly know you,” I pleaded. 

“And I don’t know you, so we’re even.” 

“T’d rather think it’s different with wom- 
en. A girl shouldn't go around getting 
picked up by strange men.” 

“You’re making it sound sinister. I 
hadn’t thought of you as a pickup or any- 


thing like that. I just thought it would he 
nice to have dinner with a nice girl, | 
thought maybe you might consent to dine 
with me tonight, even.” 

“T might at that,” I answered. It wasn’ 
a bit like me. But he smiled and I too was 
quite pleased with myself. 


WE WENT to dinner and the movies, | 

enjoyed that show more than any I've 
seen. I liked the way Bob kissed me good. 
night, too. No corny build-up, no nonsense 
like “How’s about a little kiss?” He jus 
let me thank him for the evening, said he 
had enjoyed it, too, and promised to phone 
me later in the week. Then he put his arms 
around me and kissed me. That kiss. 
though fleeting, seemed to have a great 
deal of meaning. 

But it didn’t launch us on the endless 
round of theaters and cocktail lounges that 
out-of-towners think is normal for Chicago 
career women. On an accountant’s salary, 
Bob couldn’t afford anything like that. Even 
if we had been so inclined, his invalid 
mother required constant and expensive 
attention in the apartment they shared. 

Once, when she had a serious attack, Bob 
suggested that she might be happier and 
better cared for in a well-run nursing home, 
but she nixed that idea so emphatically 
that he never mentioned it again. She made 
it very clear that she wasn’t going to let 
him “put her away somewhere” and, al- 
though Bob was thirty-three, she strongly 
opposed marriage for him. 

I learned all of this during our first few 
dates. Yet it drew me closer to Bob. I was 
soon suggesting home-cooked dinners at my 
apartment instead of eating in moderately 
expensive restaurants. Cooking became in: 
portant and I started clipping likely-sound- 
ing recipes. Bob praised my efforts ex 
travagantly and always showed up with a 
small bottle of wine or a new record. And 
we dined and danced and washed dishes 
together like newlyweds. It was fun. It 
was innocent fun. 

But intimate dinners in a small apart 
ment with someone you like are bound to 
lead to something. There were times when 
it wasn’t easy to simply kiss Bob goodnight. 
It’s never easy for a thirty-year-old woman 
who’s still a virgin. Somehow, I couldn't 
keep the thought of him from my mind. | 
would awake at night and in the fantasy- 
breeding darkness he would be lying be 
side me and his lips would be touching 
mine. 

My problem became more obvious to me 
now. I began to think that I had been 
trying to ignore something which cannot 
be ignored. Perhaps my conscience had 
been too uncompromising and my passiol 
ate impulses too strong to be subdued. Per 
haps something which I had been slamming 
the front door on was forcing itself through 
a side entrance, unannounced and in spite 
of my opposition. And perhaps that side 
door was the weird dreams that I had bee? 
unable to explain to: Dr. Graber. 
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But when I saw him at the next session 
| didn’t even try to talk about my dreams. 
I was more anxious to tell him about Bob. 
*{ think you know him already, Dr. Gra- 
ber.” I said. 

“Oh?” he said quizzically, his voice 
foating from some point in back of my 
head. 

“Yes. 
you awhile back about his mother. She’s 
an invalid. You said she was too old for 
remember Bob 


I’m sure you do. He came to see 


psychoanalysis. Do you 
Allen now?” 

“Yes. Quite well! You say you met him 
here?” 

“He was sitting in the reception room 
when I came in to see you. He’s an awfully 
nice fellow. I don’t want to foul this one 
up like all the others I told you about. But 
I'm afraid I’m going to. I desperately need 
your help.” 

“In what way do you think you might 
foul’ it up?” he asked. 

“Oh,” I replied airily, 
usual over-critical self, you know? 


“by being my 
You 
You 
know how self-righteous I can be, how 
prudish I’ve been. But I'd like just for a 
change. not to be that way. For once I'd 
like to have a love affair work out well for 
me.” 

“You mean you're thinking of mar- 


ought to since you pointed it out. 


riage?” he asked. 

I laughed. “Well I’ve had a few day- 
dreams, fantasies you’d probably call them. 
about marrying Bob. But that’s not what 
I've got my heart set on now. What I want 
is love. I want to give it and I want to get 
it.” 

“If that attitude is genuine.” he said, 
“you don’t really need my help.” 

“But I do. 


wants to ah, indulge. But it scares me and 


You see—well. ah, well he 


I turn away from him. The other night 
after the dance he came to my apartment. 
I made coffee for us and we sat there talk- 
ing. It was wonderful, so peaceful. just the 
two of us. Then he started making love 
tome. I loved it, until it came to the real 
thing. I stopped him cold. I had to. I was 
terrified. I guess he thinks I don’t care 
for him enough. But it isn’t that. I do! I 
want him to love me! Can’t you see? That’s 
why I need your help so much. I don’t 
know what to do. My body says yes but 
my mind shouts no.” 

In the brief silence, I could hear Dr. 
Graber sucking on his pipe although I 
couldn’t see him from where I lay on the 
couch. Finally he said, “I’m sorry Doris. 
I'm not here to advise you on morals. 
That’s the responsibility of homes, schools 
and churches.” He carefully spaced his 
words. “No,” he continued, “I’m like a 
camera. I try to snap a picture of you from 
the inside then show you the print. My 
job is to help you find out exactly what’s 
troubling you. Then you must do the rest. 
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Sometimes, though, discovery is half the 


” 
cure. 


LEFT Dr. Graber disappointed and per- 

haps a little angry with him. Always, 
it seemed, he siphoned information out of 
me but whenever I sought his opinions he 
was vague and evasive. Here I was facing 
the most crucial moment in my life and all 
he could do was to lecture me on the job 
of a psychoanalyst. Would Dad have done 
that? Of course not. 

But in my frequent letters to Dad, I 
wasn’t ready to tell him about Bob yet. Not 
that I was afraid, though. I had always 
confided in Dad. I told him about every- 
thing except my visits to Dr. Graber. I 
didn’t want Dad to worry about me. And 
is for Bob, I wanted to wait for a riper 
time, a time perhaps when I could tell Dad 
we were getting married. 

Because Bob and I talked a lot about 
marriage and he took me to call on his 
mother several times, we had hoped that 
the three of us might join forces and live 
together. But we knew, before long, it 
could never be. Bob’s mother wouldn’t 
have liked any woman he brought home. 
But she especially hated me. Perhaps the 
fact that I didn’t admire her possessive 
type of motherhood had a good deal to do 
with it. At any rate, after three terrible 
attempts at sociability, Bob and I gave up 
the idea of the three of us ever answering 
the same door bell. 

I didn’t see Bob for two days after the 
last meeting with his mother. I was angry 
with both of them; angry with her for 
wanting to dominate his life and angry 
with him for letting her. When Bob phoned 
on the third day, I asked him over for din- 
ner to “talk things over.” 

“But after all, I’m her only child,” he 
pleaded. “I’m all she has in the world. I 
feel obligated to make her last few years 
on earth happy ones.” He had eased him- 
self off the sofa and was staring vacantly 
out the window. 

“IT know, Bob, but I see no reason why 
you should make yourself unhappy.” 

“I’m not unhappy!” 

“Well, don’t I matter to you?” 

He turned and stared at me sorrowfully 
from across the room. “Of course, of 
ourse you do Doris, but .. .” 

“But your mother comes first.” 

“No. That’s not what I mean. I love you 
both.” 

‘Did it ever occur to you that your 

other can’t do what a wife can do for 
I had played my trump card with- 
meaning to. 

He dealt from the bottom of the deck. 
“The woman you love can do it for you?” 

“Unmarried?” 

‘And what’s so sacred about marriage? 
So you get a piece of paper and somebody 
imbles some words over you and you’re 

legally sanctioned to do what you 

hould’ve been doing all along. Surely we 


10 


couldn’t be more sincerely and faithfully 
in love even if all the vows in the world 
had been said over our heads.” 

I guarded my voice against an admission 
of what was undeniably true. “But every 
girl wants to get married Bob.” 

“Because every girl wants sexual satis- 
faction. But suppose she can’t get mar- 
ried? What then?” 

“Then she sleeps alone,” I answered ab- 
ruptly. 

“And shrivels up like a dried prune.” 

“Really Bob! You’re not being fair.” 

“T wasn’t being funny. I was only sug- 
gesting that to deny nature is to make a 
mockery of, even to distort, nature. Sex is 
as natural and necessary as eating, sleep- 
ing and quenching your thirst.” 

“Golly. how many times have I heard 
that?” 

“Trite, perhaps, but true. If a girl can’t 
have benefit of clergy, then she can imi- 
tate marriage. Rip down the _ blackout 
blinds, Doris. Scrape the lampblack off 
the windows and let the light in. We 
shouldn’t go on hiding, like shamefaced 
criminals, from a part of life that is mirac- 
ulous, sacred and full of beauty.” 

“Now you talk glibly of beauty. Before 
you were talking as if it were just some 
routine physical thing.” 

There was in his eyes a pensive, brood- 
ing amusement, as of a man who had been 
long confronted and tantalized by a riddle 
whose answer seemed always just on the 
verge of escaping him, but prodding him 
irresistibly on to seek its solution. Finally, 
he said. “I mean it’s much more. Can you 
put the supreme experience into words? 
It’s the melting of winter’s snows and the 
triumphant fulfillment of nature. It’s the 
raging seas becalmed, the shimmer of a 
rainbow in the sunlight. It’s the butterfly 
bursting free of its cocoon. the rose blos- 
soming forth in an eternal dawn. It’s the 
poem, the play, the sonnet, the symphony 
dramatically repeating. I love you Doris. 
I want you Doris. It’s as simple as that. 
It’s not too much, because less wouldn’t 
satisfy me. And it’s not too little because 
you’re so much to me.” 

He gathered me in his arms. I was aware 
of an uncontrolled reflex, a shudder that 
was an unwilled attempt to loosen the grip 
of taut muscles. It was impossible to ex- 
plain away the feeling that had come over 
me. Inside, at the very core of my being, 
the flame was leaping, utterly melting away 
my resistance. 

I can’t remember, but I think he said 
“what on earth are we waiting for” and 
when I couldn’t find a valid reply, he lifted 
me up in his arms. He closed the bedroom 
door behind us and then for a moment in 
the gloom we simply stared, slack-lipped, 
at each other, with dismay. with relief and 
breathing hard. I was trembling. I 
thought, if I didn’t open the door at once 
and get out of there, I was lost. But I 
knew I couldn’t open the door. I knew it 


was too late. Soon it was too late to q 
anything but surrender to an almost say. 
age urge, moaning, clawing, clutching, cop, 
vulsing. With everything in me screaming 
“No!” the sum of me had sighed “Yes.” 


N THE WEEKS that followed all wa; 

not honeysuckle and magnolias. I crie 
many a bitter tear into my pillow, spen 
time hating myself and thought of all the 
unpleasant names there were for women 
who “live in sin.” Bob, bless his heart, was 
patient but perplexed while I struggled 
with my soul-searching and tried to adjust 
myself in the role of a woman of lost vir. 
tue. a woman imitating marriage. But the 
trouble was that I was never the least bit 
convincing in that role, even to myself, | 
didn’t feel the least bit like a fallen woman, 

Actually I was happier than I had been 
for years. I was entirely absorbed in a nev, 
overwhelming sensation that surged up 
within me, a sensation like that of a man 
condemned to death who had suddenly 
been pardoned. Yet, strangely enough, | 
had awful qualms about what the neighbors 
would think if they saw Bob leaving my 
apartment 90 many mornings. I knew that 
the way I felt didn’t make sense. But the 
knowing changed nothing. It was like a 
secret vice that generated shame but not 
the resolution to forego its practice. 

And I had moments of anxiety about 
what Dad would say if he knew. My re. 
cent letters to him were all about Chicago's 
fast living pace, about me working my guts 
out all day and rushing home, eating and 
working some more on chemical formulas. 
Once in a while I let Dad know that I had 
occasional] dates too. I even introduced him 
to Bob in one of my letters. And once when 
he hadn’t heard from me for some time he 
jokingly suggested that Bob must have 
moved me to another world. Bob had. 

Yet I couldn’t shut Dad out forever from 
that glittering, new world. I knew that 
someday he would find out. If not from 
me, from somebody. I preferred that he 
heard my story from me. I told him every- 
thing in my next letter, because I had to 
know what he thought about it. I justified 
myself, told him that for a woman of thirty 
who was still single but in love. a half a 
loaf was better than none. 

Dad didn’t answer my letter. He brought 
himself to Chicago instead. He had come, 
he explained, to attend a convention of 
newspaper editors. But I could tell by the 
sadness in his eyes as he breakfasted with 
me that a convention was not the real 
reason for his unannounced visit. I knew 
that Bob and I were on his mind. But both 
of us avoided the subject as though by 
secret agreement. Finally, he asked, “How 
is your friend?” 

I had not expected such a casual intro 
duction. “Oh, he’s fine Dad. Have some 
more coffee? There’s a potful left yet.” 

“No! I drink too much coffee as it is. 
Probably one of the reasons why I've been 
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staying awake nights—recently!” 

“It’s that old newspaper. I really think 
they work you too hard. Dad. you’re old 
enough to retire. You really should retire.” 

Dad lit a cigarette almost mechanically. 
“Retire? Never! When all my life I’ve 
had a ringside seat at the passing parade. 
the great, the tragic, the humorous, the gro- 
tesque human drama. retirement would 
mean utter boredom. But come now, let’s 
not talk about me. It’s you. my dear. you 
and Bob. Let’s talk about you and Bob. 
Your frankness in your letter, I must say, 
was shocking. Quite so!” 

I stifled an impulse to burst into tears. 
ad,t...” 

“I'm not here to punish you. to tongue- 
lash. You’re tuo old for that. Doris. Per- 
suasion, not punishment is the thing.” 

“I tried to explain in my letter, Dad. I 
love him. At my age. a half a loaf is better 
than none,” I said, repeating the old phrase 
[had used in my letter. 

“But a half a loaf of what. Doris?” There 
was a sense of urgency in his voice. “Is an 
omelet of bad eggs better than no omelet 
at all? Surely, Mrs. Allen has made it 
almost impossible for you to marry Bob. 
That’s tragic. But don’t you think perhaps 
the two of you are pampering her selfish- 
ness? 

“How do you mean?” [ said, peering 
deep into my plate. 

“You say you're in love. You say you’re 
having an affair. And why? Because you're 
lonely and frustrated. But isn’t it really 
because your friend’s mother prefers him to 
Aren’t 
you really giving in to her selfishness?” He 
paused, inhaling deeply on his cigarette. 

“T love him, Dad,” I sighed softly. “His 
mother doesn’t matter.” 

A look of understanding blanketed his 
face. It was a look of compassion, too. Yet 
I could almost hear the conflict raging 
within him, the conflict between his love 
and his duty to his daughter. I knew Dad 
wanted me to be happy, but not at any 
cost.” 

“T, too, have walked the primrose path 
of young love,” he said pensively. “Just 
her and I into a world of our own, a cozy 
little world in which nothing mattered but 
the two of us. But even love. I learned, 
must have its limits. You must go so far 
and no farther. How far? This side of 
fornication.” 

“Dad! Really! Fornication is an old- 
fashioned word, as old-fashioned as... 
as . . . as old-fashioned ideas about love.” 

He snuffed out his cigarette with short 
angry jabs, shoved himself from the table 
and paced the room. Then he wheeled 
sharply. “Are you so modern now that you 
believe going to bed with a man is alright? 
Even, when you’re not married to him?” 

He waited, as if for an answer. I was 
silent. 

“And suppose you married him,” he con- 
tinued, “what guarantee do either of you 


have a mistress instead of a wife? 
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have that the other won’t commit adultery, 
since the both of you are so free with your- 
selves now? Or maybe the adultery taboo 
is old-fashioned, too. What are you doing 
to Bob? What kind of man is he? To 
what weakness of his are you contributing 
by making yourself such an easy touch for 
him? What are you doing to yourself? 
Have you thought through the terrific psy- 
chological price that both of you are levy- 
ing on yourselves—the guilt feelings, the 
strain of relations with gossiping friends? 
Aren’t you risking a neurosis far more dev- 
astating than that suffered by Bob’s moth- 
er? Where are you headed, to an altar or 
to a psychopathic ward?” 

The last question pierced me like a dag- 
ger. I had never told Dad that I was being 
treated by a psychoanalyst. Yet his last 
remark seemed to suggest that he already 
knew. There was a harshness about it that 
left me crying uncontrollably. When I was 
growing up, Dad always put his arms 
around me and told me big girls don’t ery. 
But now he stood in the middle of the 
room, irritated. 

“T have only one more thing to say to 
you. Doris. Your situation is not at all 
hopeless. You can’t marry with Mrs. Al- 
len’s consent, but you certainly can without 
it. You can always marry secretly. Noth- 
ing is stopping you. You can always say, 
‘Marry me, or we’re through.’ ” 


AD WAS RIGHT. He was always 

right. He had reminded me that cer- 
tain things are right and certain things are 
wrong. And the supreme test is whether 
you'll do what’s right even when nobody 
is looking and judging. Yes. Dad was right. 
Not long after he returned home, I found 
honest answers to his questions. I was quite 
firm when I finally explained to Bob that 
we had to get married, if not openly, then 
in secret: I could no longer stomach an 
imitation marriage. 

But Bob was uncompromising. “You’re 
being cruel,” he said. “You're forcing me 
to choose between you and Mother. But 
can’t you see? We're still young. We have 
many years of happiness ahead of us. But 
Mother isn’t long for this world. I'd never 
be able to forgive myself if anything I did 
rushed her to the grave. Gee, if it were not 
for her there wouldn’t be a Bob Allen. I 
can never repay her.” 

“But you’re paying dearly,” I said. “With 
your life! Your mother is ill. She has a 
neurotic obsession on you.” 

“T wouldn’t . . .” 

“T would. She’s just an old lady cling- 
ing to life by sucking the life out of you. 
You’re too blind to see that.” 

He was furious. “You’re the one being 
treated by a nut doctor! Not mother! 
You're jealous, that’s your trouble. You’re 
too selfish to want to share me with her.” 

“T can’t share on your terms. We get 
married or—” 

“Or else what?” 

“We're through.” 

“Then we're through. What ever made 


you think I’d marry a nut?” 

I was awash with anger. I threw a floy. 
er vase at him. It smashed on the wall jug 
over his shoulder. I hurled my jewel cas 
at him and missed again. I rushed him, 
fists flailing, kicking, scratching, clawing 
“Get out! Get out you! Get out you, yoy, 
you! Get out!” He retreated. Then, as there 
is always a moment between the infliction 
of a terrible wound and the sensation of 
pain that it causes, I stared at him ip 
stunned silence as he stormed out of my 
apartment and my life. ; 

The merry-go-round had broken down, 
All the clocks had stopped. Today had be. 
come the day after yesterday a year ago, 
I can’t remember when I returned to Dr. 
Graber again, but it was sometime after the 
last time I saw Bob. 

“T cuess you know by now,” I announced 
boldly, “I’ve been sleeping with Bob.” 

“Oh?” 

“IT told you I didn’t want to foul it up. 
I begged you to help me. Now I’m beyond 
help.” 

“In what way are you beyond help?” 

“He won’t marry me. Says his mother 
wouldn’t like it.” I paused for some com. 
ment from Dr. Graber. but he was silent. 
I hurled my voice at him. “Well?” 

“Well, what?” 

“Why don’t you say something?” 

“What should I say?” 

“You might at least express some sympa- 
thy.” 

“For whom?” 

“For me, of course!” 

“Why only you? What about Bob, or his 
mother, or even your father?” 

“But I’m the one who’s been hurt most. 
You know that. You should feel sorry for 
me.” 

“Ts that why you told me this story . .. 
so that I would feel sorry for you?” 

I whirled on the couch and looked at him 
maliciously. Tears welled up in my eyes. 
“You don’t give an inch, do you?” 

“Perhaps you don’t want an inch, Doris. 
You want it all, from me, from everybody.” 

“What do you mean by that wisecrack?” 

“Well. for example, the story you just 
told. Of course it’s pathetic and anyone 
hearing it would be moved, but . . .” 

“. . But you’re not. Not you! Because 
you're not human. You're a stone—a cold 
stone. You give nothing. You just sit like 
a damn block of wood while I tear my 
heart out! Look at you! I wish you could 
see yourself like I see you. You and your 
lousy psychoanalysis! Are you a man or 
a machine? Don’t you ever feel anything’ 
Do you have blood or ice water in your 
veins? Answer me! Damn you, answer 
me!” 

He remained silent. 

“You see? You say nothing! Must I die 
to get a word out of you? What do you 
want from me?” 

I stood up. “All right, don’t say any- 
thing. Don’t give anything. I’m going! | 
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can see you don’t want me here. I’m going 
and I’m not coming back.” 

“I’m never going back. How long ago 
was that? How long is ago? Ago is an 
eternity when you’re away from Bob. I’m 
never going back. I may never see Dad 
again. I may spend the rest of my days 
here in a mental hospital. You see. I’m 
going to have a baby. Bob’s baby. They 
say I signed myself in as Bob’s wife. They 
say I’m wearing a pillow under my dress. 
Fools! I’m going to have a baby for Bob. 


THE END 
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developed a rippling style all his own. 

When he plays up-tempo figures. Phineas 
free-wheels at a phenomenally rapid clip. 
According to experts who have watched 
him perform, he possesses the fastest right 
hand of any keyboarder since Tatum. 

Oddly because of his great talent to play 
fast. Phineas has drawn his strongest blast 
from critics. Among this crowd the charge 
is that the young man offers too many go- 
go-go numbers in his programming. Be- 
hind the charge is the thinking that Phineas 
may lean to fast selections because he fig- 
ures he can impress people most with his 
speed. However, he is generally expected 
to outgrow the fault once he has gained 
full maturity as a musician. As a major 
jazz performer. he is still little more than 
a “newcomer” to the idiom. 

Phineas, even at this early stage in his 
career. can lay claim to at least one dis- 


tinction as a jazz man. He is a two-fisted 


piano player and that is a rare specimen 
on today’s jazz scene where most pianists 
play only the single finger. right hand style. 

Son of a Memphis drummer-bandleader, 
Phineas has been picking out tunes on the 
piano since he was six. His father. Phineas, 
Sr.. started him to studying the keyboard 
asa small tot. In high school. he continued 
the study but also began to work at learn- 
ing to play the vibes and the brass instru- 
ments (trumpet, tuba, baritone horn and 
French horn). As a music major in college 
at Tennessee A & I, he became adept at 
playing the baritone. tenor and alto saxes. 
Today he can execute expertly on no less 
than nine instruments but prefers to con- 
centrate on the piano. 

Phineas was playing piano for his fath- 
er’s band in Memphis in June 1955 when 
agents talked him into going North for a 
try at the bigtime. From the time he ar- 
rived in New York, he has forced even the 
most hard-boiled critics to sit up and take 
notice of his keyboarding. One veteran 
jazz chronicler now declares. “In all my 
years of listening to music. I have never 
encountered a musician of such tender 
years who had such a fantastic command 
of his instrument.” 
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Color-Struck 


(Continued from Page 27) 


hue. All Dad’s whist-playing associates 
were fair or light. All mother’s bridge club 
chums were the same. 

*“*Negroes,” mother explained to me, “are 
dark because they have sinned. Gradually, 
they are being redeemed and cast more 
and more in the semblance of the white 
man. Dark people are branded people. 
Light folks are God’s favorites. Dark peo- 
ple know that light folks are the favorites. 
That’s why dark people are so evil. They 
can contaminate you. They can make you 
evil just like them if you associate with 
them. Don’t ruin your life, child. Stay 
away from them. Treat them with cour- 
tesy and sympathy when you are forced 
into contact with dark folks—but stay away 
from them like you stay away from fire, 
poison and disease.” 

Undoubtedly, mother was the victim of 
a horribly sick mind. But she was my 
mother, the person I trusted and honored 
most. So there was no way for me to know 
that what she was telling me wasn’t the 
gospel truth. I only slipped up one time 
on following mother’s advice and the con- 
sequences I suffered made me even more 
certain that she knew what she was talking 
about. 

I was sixteen and had started having 
dates and going to parties and dances. 
Mother and Dad saw to it that I travelled 
with the “right” people, the “right” people, 
of course, being the sons and daughters 
of doctors, lawyers, school teachers, gov- 
ernment workers and other lower to upper 
middle-class income bracket folk—light- 
skinned, of course. Most of our parents 
went to the same church, attended the 
same parties, kept their own tight little 
social circle intact. Then Johnny Bourne 
came on the scene to create havoc. 

When I was introduced to Johnny 
Bourne, I got my first case of teen-age 
goose-pimples. Johnny was the color of 
clear, black coffee. He had the curliest 
black hair, startlingly white and even teeth 
and a smile that made a girl feel so gosh- 
awful weak it was pitiful. I was by no 
means the only girl in the set who flipped 
over this outrageously beautiful boy. There 
were more dirty looks around 
among the fellows who had been making 
claims to various girls over the way we 
acted at the first party Johnny attended. 
He was a ready conversationalist, intelli- 
gently-spoken, a smooth dancer and—well, 
just everything a girl could want. The only 
thing I couldn’t understand was with John- 
ny’s color, how he could have possibly 
crashed into our circle of acquaintance. 

Mother explained that bitterly: “You 
see, dear, some of the really fine people in 
our community are beginning to let the 
bars down. They don’t realize what a ter- 
rible mistake they’re making,” she told 


passed 


me. “Johnny Bourne’s dad is a very weal. 


thy doctor—also dark. But his mother js 
a beautiful, light-skinned woman. That, 
plus the money I suppose, is what makes 
the set think he qualifies. They say ‘What 
harm is there in letting one of them in” 
Me, I don’t see it. Once they start letting 
one in, then there'll be two or three. No 
telling where a thing like that could end, 
Anyway, dear, just you remember what 
I’ve taught you—and money or no money, 
don’t go getting yourself mixed up with 
people like that.” 

[ tried awfully hard to obey my mother, 
but what happened was inevitable. It 
couldn’t be helped because I had fallen 
hard for Johnny at first sight, and he had 
fallen hard for me. We hadn’t danced 
more than twice at that first party but 
Johnny was the persistent type. He proved 
that several evenings later when he came 
to my house and rang the doorbell. 

I was upstairs, looking out the window, 
when Johnny came up the walk. I gasped 
with joy and—then—with fear. What 
would Mother say? I had to get to the 
door before she did or there might be 
trouble. I raced out of my room and down 
the steps. But Mother was already at the 
door. I shivered as I heard her cold, in- 
sulting tones. 

“What right have you to be calling on 
my daughter?” she was demanding. I heard 
Johnny’s low, ingratiating voice. I ran up 
behind Mother just as she was saying: 
“Well, let me tell you once and for all— 
my daughter doesn’t wish to have anything 
to do with you or any of your kind. So 
just carry yourself back down those steps 
and if I ever hear of your even speaking 
to Ida, TP’ll have my husband whip you 
within an inch of your life.” 

“Mother,” I cried. I was thoroughly hu- 
miliated and the tears of shame were be- 
ginning to stream out of my eyes. The 
hurt, surprised look on Johnny’s handsome 
face made me almost hate Mother for her 
brutality. 

The next thing I knew, the door had 
been slammed in Johnny’s face and Mother 
was facing me, ordering me back up to 
my room. 

“The very idea,” she was shouting. “The 
nerve of that boy. Ida, I absolutely forbid 
you to have anything to do with him.” 

I cried bitterly in my room but when 
the tears gave out, a new determination 
came over me. I would disobey Mother— 
only to see Johnny and apologize to him 
for her rudeness. Of course, after that I 
would stay away from him, just as she'd 
commanded me. At least, that was my 
sincere intention. 

It didn’t work out like that. I found out 
that a simple apology furtively delivered 
in the hallway between periods at school 
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the next day didn’t make me feel as though 
the harm Mother had done had been cor- 
rected. Johnny acted quite strangely when 
| apologized. He told me it was all right, 
to forget about it. But his forgiveness didn’t 
seem sincere. He was in a big, though po- 
lite, rush to get away from me. After that, 
for the next couple of days, instead of my 
getting a chance to avoid him, Johnny 
elaborately stayed out of my way. 


HE SITUATION became maddening 

within the next few weeks. There were 
three reasons why I had to do something 
about it. One was my boiling resentment 
against Mother’s high-handedness. The 
second was the way my ego was wounded 
by Johnny’s ignoring me and paying so 
much attention to other girls who accepted 
it eagerly. The third reason was very sim- 
ple: I liked Johnny a lot and I wanted to 
be liked by him. 

I knew I was doing a terrible thing the 
afternoon I walked right up to Johnny 
and told him I wanted to have a long talk 
with him alone. But there was a lot of 
pressure working inside of me. I had to do 
it. Just like I had to break down and cry 
in his arms in his dad’s car when he drove 
me out to a lonely country place that after- 
noon at my insistence. I had to let him put 
his arms around me comfortingly as I 
sobbed out. the story of mother’s prejudice 
against dark people and how she had made 
me a slave of it. I had to let him stroke my 
hair and kiss me and I had to kiss him 
back. It wasn’t my first kiss, but with 
Johnny, it was. It wasn’t the innocent kind 
of kiss I'd been experimenting with with 
eager young dates, at kissing games at par- 
ties. It was a kiss all burning and passion- 
ate and so upset me inside that I was 
frightened and trembling, wanting to run 
away, far, far away—and never wanting to 
leave the circle of Johnny’s arms. 

He was talking soft, swift, terrifyingly 
beautiful words. My heart pounded inside 
of me and suddenly nothing mattered ex- 
cept that for the first time it was happen- 
ing to me—violent, brutal, lovely love. Then 
it was late, very late for me to be out. 
Evening it was and the stars and moon all 
softly ashine above us made it fine and 
moral and right even though I knew that 
I had not only disobeyed my mother, but 
broken the law of my young life. 

There was only one way for it to end. 
We were so young and impulsive and so 
crazy mad about each other that we had 
to keep lying to our parents. We had to 
keep sneaking off and we had to keep 
forgetting the rest of the world in each 
other’s arms. It went on for months without 
anyone finding out. Then one of the girls 
who couldn’t get a tumble from Johnny 
because he was blind to them all except me 
told her mother, who told my mother, and 
it was a general mess by that time because, 
by that time, I had the strangest things 
happening to my body—the strange things 
that happen to a body that is becoming 
alive with another life. 


It was terrible when mother found out 
the whole truth. I thought Dad was going 
to have to have her put away, she was that 
wild. She wanted to claw my eyes out, to 
kill me. She said I had destroyed her life 
and mine. She raged out of the house and 
went to the Bournes’ home and staged a 
hysterical scene that became the talk of 
the town. I thought I would die with shame. 
Mother wouldn’t let me go to school. She 
talked about having Johnny put away. It 
wouldn’t have been so bad if I could have 
seen Johnny and talked with him about all 
of this. But we were both like prisoners— 
until Dad and Dr. Bourne got together and 
made some arrangements. The arrange- 
ments meant that Johnny was to be sent 
away and that I was to be taken to a doctor 
friend of Dr. Bourne’s so I wouldn’t become 
a mother. 

The less I talk about that period of my 
life. the better. Some people think you have 
to collect senior years before you can be on 
speaking terms with deep, tragic trouble. 
But I’m telling the truth, before God, when 
I say that I passed through a hell which no 
human should have to endure. The only 
thing that kept me from giving in to a 
desire to destroy myself and end the pain— 
the heart pain, the body pain, the mind 
pain—was the insane, unreasonable glim- 
mer of hope that, after all, some day I 
would see Johnny again. 


Bur I never did. For, just when Id set- 
tled back into a sort of calm waiting 
to grow out of mother’s domination, just 
when I’d found peace and patience to live 
with the humiliation, the knowledge that I 
had publicly soiled my reputation, the lone- 
liness for the boy I loved so dearly, we got 
the news. Johnny had been killed in an 
accident with a tractor on his uncle’s farm 
in Iowa. I guess I lost my mind quietly 
for a while. I guess I did because instead of 
reacting with the grief I sincerely wanted 
to feel, I began to hate. I hated the kids 
who were still whispering behind my back. 
I hated Johnny’s parents for sending him 
away. I hated my parents for being a part 
of it and making me go through a hateful, 
hurtful murder of our baby. I even hated 
Johnny for making me love him, for dying, 
for having the laughing, dark eyes and the 
lovely dark skin and the pretty white smile 
which haunted my hours, day and night. 
The thing that made this hate so horrible 
in its intensity was that it was a secret 
hate. It was something only I knew about 
and felt. Mother had “forgiven” me and 
she was doing her best to make me see that 
life. after all, could be beautiful as long 
as I had learned my lesson about dark 
people. Dad was too busy earning enough 
money to keep up with Mother’s phony 
social pretensions to stop and realize that 
he had a heartbroken daughter in his home. 
So I hated secretly and I hated deeply. 
I took it out in becoming superior to 
everyone in sight. I had always been a non- 
spectacular, normal student with just above 
average passing grades. But when I entered 
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ollege. just after Johnny’s death. I entered 

with a vow in my heart. No one was going 
to surpass me, no one. I had a grim de- 
termination to be the best. the highest, the 
first in everything. I spent killing hours at 
my studies, at research in libraries, listen- 
ng to people who had knowledge and in- 
formation which I wanted to possess, to 
claim for my own. 

\lmost as a miser piles up treasures in 

secret cache, I amassed honors of scholar- 
hip which made my parents proud beyond 
measure. How astonished they would have 
been to know with what grim irony I 
egarded their delight. They thought I was 
doing it for them. I wasn’t doing it for 
them. I wasn’t even doing it for me. I was 
just doing it. 

[ had something else to do—that was to 
thwart Mother’s relentless struggle to 
1atch me up with one of the eligible. per- 
onable and light young men of her social 
et. If Mother had known the grim set of 
ny mind, she would have given up her 
ampaign as a lost cause. As far as I was 
oncerned, there was only one person for 
me to love—and he was lost to me for- 
ever. It was Mother’s fault that he was. So 
there wouldn’t be anyone else. Let her eat 
her heart out trying to overcome that. She 
ouldn’t do it. ’'d rather be dead than in 
the arms of anyone but Johnny. 

[ accepted dates and seemingly main- 
tained a normal social life for a college girl 

ho is attractive enough to draw choice 
escorts. But the fellows who took me out 
ouldn’t understand me. I was willing to 

company them to dances and parties; to 
be taken to the theatre and to shows. I 
dressed beautifully and made entertaining 
onversation but I wouldn’t be kissed. I 
ouldn’t be romanced and, more often 
then not, I ended up wounding their pre- 
ious male egos by demonstrating my su- 
perior female intelligence on almost any 
given subject. 
finished college at the top of my class. 
The plan was for me to go on to earn my 
naster’s in English and to get a good 
teaching position. But before I could get 
launched on that objective. a strange influ- 
ence came into my life—an_ influence 
1amed Ramon Ward. 

Ramon might never have happened to 
me if it hadn’t been for the convertible. I 
had a spanking, brand new car—a gradu- 
ition gift from Dad. I’d amused myself 
with it throughout the summer which 
stretched between graduation and my re- 
turn to school. It was a few days hefore 

hool opened that I met Ramon. 

The steering mechanism on the con- 
ertible had been awfully stiff for several 
I decided to have it looked into. I 

illed up into a fair-sized. neat-looking 
ervice station a few blocks from home. I 
it. waiting for the attendant. Just as I 
vas losing patience, a tall. athletic-looking 
ian swung into view. poked his head in 
ny direction, flashed a big. infectious smile 
ind said: “Sorry to keep you waiting, Miss. 
What can I do for you?” 


lavs 


iO 


I stared at the man as if I were seeing 
a ghost. I was. He could have been Johnny 
with a dozen years added on. He didn’t 
have the beautiful curly hair. But he had 
the same lovely ebony skin color and merry 
eyes—most of all the smile which had 
made people unquestioningly give Johnny 
their hearts. 

I was so fascinated that I just kept 
staring until I realized that the cigarette 
I had Jit while waiting was burning my 
fingers and that the curious stare of the 
waiting man was burning into my eyes. 

“Who are you?” I demanded suddenly, 
without thinking. 

What a question to ask an attendant in a 
gas station. But the man wasn’t at all 
perturbed. He smiled again. 

“Tl’m Ramon Ward, ma’am. At your serv- 
ice. This is my station. Just took it over 
two weeks ago. Now, I suppose that gives 
me the right to ask who you are.” 

The same cool, charming impertinence 
which had characterized my Johnny. Real- 
izing I was making a fool out of myself, I 
fell right into the spirit of the moment to 
cover up. 

“[’'m Ida—Ida Crenshaw.” I explained. 
“T was just—well. surprised to see someone 
new here.” 

That was a lie. of course. It was the first 
time I’d ever been in that station. But I 
had to say something. In fact. I wanted to 
keep talking. I wanted to keep Ramon Ward 
talking. I wanted to know more about 
this handsome stranger who looked so re- 
markably like Johnny. I explained the 
trouble I was having with the steering 
apparatus. I elaborated. made it seem much 
more important than it was. All the while 
my eyes were on Ramon Ward. And all the 
while. my heart was pounding as it hadn’t 
pounded since the days when Johnny used 
to take me out to the country in his father’s 
car. 

My new friend—that was the way T was 
thinking of him already-—-made a cursory 
inspection of the steering wheel. He asked 
me to slide over. sat in the car while he 
fiddled with the wheel. I wasn’t the least 
bit interested in the shop comments he was 
making as he made his inspection. I was 
simply hypnotized by his nearness. bring- 
ing down to fine points in my mind the 
resemblance he bore to Johnny—the short, 
clipped way of speaking. the quickness of 
his motions. that smile. 

“Tell you what,” Ramon Ward said after 
a few minutes. “Suppose you let me drive 
you home. I'll bring the car back and go 
over this whole business. Have it ship- 
shape for you by this evening.” 

I agreed. Ramon left me off at my house 
and I walked inside in a sort of trance. I 
murmured an answer to Mother’s effusive 
greeting and went upstairs to my room. I 
got out some old pictures of Johnny and 
sat at my desk looking out the window. 


AMON HAD promised to deliver the 
car by eight. At seven-thirty, I 
phoned the station. 


“I have to come over that way. Mr, 
Ward.” I told him when he answered the 
telephone. “Just hold the car until I get 
there. Is it all right?” 

“Fit even for you to drive, Miss Cren. 
shaw,” he told me. There was a thrilling, 
restrained admiration suspended behind 
the flippancy of his manner. I thought 
about it as I dressed very carefully to go 
pick up the car. I told myself I was a fool, 
imagining things. Ramon Ward was un. 
doubtedly eight or nine years older than 
I, even though he didn’t look it. And be. 
sides, a man who owned a gas station. Cer- 
tainly, | wanted something better from life 
than that. 

But I didn’t act like it. My visit to the 
gas station that evening was the beginning 
of the most deliberate, determined and cal- 
culated flirtation a girl ever conducted. 
Ramon was interested enough in me to put 
our acquaintance on a personal basis, and 
I gave him every possible encouragement. 
When he turned the car over to me, assert- 
ing that it was in top shape and that I'd 
have no more trouble with it, I slyly sug. 
gested that he accompany me on a road 
test. There were a couple of other fellows 
on duty and he quickly agreed. It was a 
fairly long road test. Neither of us was 
fooling the other about the purpose. We 
drove for perhaps an hour and a half, Ra- 
mon at the wheel. He told me how he'd 
gotten into the business, leaving high 
school when his father died so he could 
support his mother. He had worked his 
way up from a minor job as helper to a 
mechanic. He had saved and scrimped for 
twenty years, always intending to own his 
own station. He had a heavy mortgage on 
the place. but it was his and he was proud 
of it. 

“But tell me about yourself. I’m hogging 
the conversation,” he declared. 

I told him something about my life. but 
nothing of the deep currents of it. nothing 
about Johnny or the way I had turned to 
school almost as a religion. We drew up 
in front of a roadside hamburger place and 
had hamburgers and coffee. The talk had 
turned to casual talk. small talk, and every 
word was important, every minute of it a 
tingling minute. When we’d finished eating. 
Ramon prepared to start up the car to head 
back home. Suddenly he switched off the 
motor. 

“Why did you want this road test, Ida?” 
he asked turning to me. 

“Because I wanted to be alone with you 
and I wanted you to kiss me.” I told him. 
I don’t know why I put it so simply. why 
I told the truth so nakedly, except that the 
old can’t-help-it feeling had taken over, the 
feeling I'd believed dead and buried. When 
Ramon kissed me. I knew it wasn’t dead 
and buried any more. I knew that I'd 
found the man who could stir the ashes, 
make me alive once more. And yet, with 4 
sense of frustration and fear, I knew just 
as certainly that I wasn’t in love. 

How to explain that? Well, with Johnny, 
there had been a tenderness, a wanting t0 
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share his very breath, a feeling of part- 
nership regardless of what the cost might 
be. All this, in addition to the compulsion 
of desire. With Ramon, the desire was 
there, but nothing else built upon and over 
it, no associations of gaiety, of the kind of 
dedication which, I suppose, is inevitable 
in youthful love. With Johnny, I had found 
the strength to feel utter indifference about 
the ideas of color which my parents had 
drummed into me. With Ramon, my feeling 
was one of defiance about these ideas. I 
had wanted Johnny for himself—regard- 
less of what he might be or look like. I 
wanted Ramon now because he thrilled me, 
because having him would be the perfect 
revenge against my mother and father. 

That’s why I married Ramon three 
months later; for revenge. and because I 
wanted him physically but didn’t dare give 
into him. I didn’t intend to go through 
another farce of love, ending up in a side- 
street doctor’s office having another tiny 
life snuffed out. Ramon and I had been 
seeing each other almost every night, and 
when school began, I announced calmly to 
my parents that I had changed my mind, 
that I wasn’t going. They demanded to 
know why. I refused to explain. I was liv- 
ing in open defiance of them, refusing to 
say where I went, night after night. It gave 
me a sweet, evil thrill to render them so 
hopeless to do anything about it. They 
knew I was perfectly capable of finding a 
good job and moving out of the home if 
they kept badgering me. So they settled 
down resignedly, waiting for me to get over 
“this foolishness.” 

My greatest satisfaction was yet to come. 
It came when I walked calmly into the 
house one afternoon after having spent my 
first whole night away from home. I was 
wearing a stunning, new, tailored suit 
which they hadn’t bought me and had never 
seen before. Mother was almost prostrate 
with alarm and dad was pacing the living 
room floor. having stayed home from work. 
They were getting ready to call the police, 
thinking something terrible had happened 
to me. They had phoned all over town. 
They wanted to know why I hadn’t come 
home. 

I waited until all the reproaches had 
been said, the tears wept and the fears ex- 
pressed. Then I explained with cool cruelty 
that I hadn’t come home simply because 
this wasn’t my home any more. I had driven 
up to New England the night before and 
gotten married and I was just stopping by 
to pick up some of my things. I’d send for 
the rest later. 

“My name is Mrs. Ramon Ward,” I told 
my shocked parents. “I didn’t bother to 
introduce you to your new son-in-law be- 
cause you wouldn’t like him. He happens 
to be very, very dark—and I think that’s 
wonderful.” 

I turned to leave, almost weakening as 
Mother let loose an animal-like scream and 
fell into a hysterical fit. 

“That’s for what you did to me and 
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johnny,” I muttered as Dad rushed over to 
assist her. Then I left. 


T [FE WITH Ramon was a glorious picnic 
y 


at first. We had a small apartment and 
| loved being the housewife, the lover wait- 
ing for my man to come home nights. I 
loved helping keep his accounts, helping 
him with ideas for the service station. Ra- 
non was a terribly attractive man physi- 
cally and, for a while, being held in his 
irms was all I wanted of life. Then, only a 
few months after our marriage, things be- 
gan to go sour. 

It was Mother’s almost maniacal, mid- 
night phone calls which helped. She would 
telephone me, crying, pleading over the 
phone—begging me to leave Ramon, not to 
lestroy myself, not to stay with that man 
ind have “little black babies you won’t 
love.” Maybe she had made a maniac out 
f me too. For I enjoyed with a macabre 


enjoyment, the tortures she was suffering. 


But did I want dark babies? As much 
is I tried to shove the unworthy thought 
away from my mind, it kept coming back. 
[f Ramon and I had a child. suppose it 
were dark like him—without his fine fea- 
ires and good looks. I began to withdraw 
iside myself emotionally when Ramon and 
[ made love. I began to build a mental 
lock against becoming a mother. Slowly, 

irely, my own mother’s insidious poison 

is working. I began to detest having Ra- 
ion make love to me. ; 

And now that I was possessed with 
oubts about whether I wanted Ramon’s 
hild, I began to see all sorts of faults and 
hortcomings in Ramon. He wasn’t as gay 

id vivacious as Johnny had been, but 
ither more serious and sober. I attributed 

to the fact that he was about twelve 
ears older than J. He wasn’t anything like 
intelligent as Johnny had been. Johnny 
nd I used to have the most engrossing 
ussions for long periods of time. All 


Ramon wanted to talk about was his pre- 


ous service station and his plans for the 


future of it. I contrasted the social life 
Ramon and I shared with the kind of social 


lif 


T 


I'd have had with Johnny. Even though 
hnny was dark, he was accepted in what 
\lother had taught me to believe were the 
sst desirable social circles. I didn’t dare 

out anywhere with Ramon; the old 
ends would have looked askance and 

y would have felt that I had done badly 
my marriage. So, even though Ramon 
vided for me very generously in every 
pect, our pleasure together was _ re- 
icted to an occasional movie. dinner out 

and then and sitting up in the house 
iring at the four walls and at each other. 
Things were getting pretty strained be- 
een us. He didn’t understand why I had 
ldenly gone cold about our marital rela- 
nships. I was finding more and more 

lts with him. I began answering him 
arply, nagging, complaining. Then. one 
rning, out of the clear blue. when Ra- 
m pulled me to him and kissed me 
lerly and I pulled away as I had been 


doing so often, he flew into a rage and I 
slapped him hard across the face. 
That was when I spoke the words: 

“T don’t know why I was fool enough to 
marry you in the first place. My mother 
always warned me black folks were evil.” 

Then Ramon turned on me and walked 
out. 

Three years ago that was. I had too much 
pride to go back home. So I packed up and 
got a job as secretary with a large insur- 
ance firm. I was proud of being one of the 
first Negroes hired in the office. I was 
proud of having white friends, men and 
women. who not only worked with me har- 
moniously but who came to the small apart- 
ment I maintained and invited me to their 
homes. I even began keeping company 
with an attractive young white fellow—one 
of the salesmen in the office. This was the 
life for me—away from Negroes. They were 
too narrow-minded and thinking only of 
common things like the everyday business 
of living. In my new circle of friends, we 
went to the best plays, heard the best 
music, read the best books. I was in won- 
derful intellectual company, going out with 
Carl, my salesman friend. 

Ever so often, Ramon 
with me. He sent short notes, expressing 
the hope I was doing well. He sent me a 
money order weekly. Neither of us ever 
talked about divorce or the way we'd 
busted up. 

Then. two amazing coincidences wrote 
the beginning to the end of my story. Carl 
and I, taking advantage of an office holi- 
day, went out to dinner together and had 
cocktails—too many cocktails. The next 
thing I knew. Carl’s car was parked in 
front of a cheap hotel in an out-of-the-way 
section of town. Sharp suspicion cleared 
my addled senses as he pulled up in front 
of the door. 

“Why did you bring me here. Carl?” I 
demanded. 

“Look. 


communicated 


baby.” he answered _ thickly. 


“Don’t you think you’ve teased me long | 


enough. I brought you here so we could 
have some fun. I got a bottle and you can 
go in and register and then come back 
out and let me know the room number. No 
one will know the difference.” 

“What makes you think I want to go to 
a hotel with you. Carl?” I asked evenly. 

He was drunk enough to be careless. 

“All you girls are alike.” he told me. 
“You know you want a white man. So why 
be coy about it. C’mon, baby. get out of the 
car and let’s get going.” 

I got out of the car. T got going and I 
kept going. Right to the corner to the bus. 
ignoring the angry and frustrated cries 
from my drunken friend. I thought furi- 
ously on the way home. 

“All you girls are alike.” 

The sentence kept dinning in my brain. 
Yes. to some white people, this was prob- 
ably true. They lumped all colored girls 
together. Some Negroes lumped all white 
people together. If I had been as black as 
velvet instead of high yellow, Carl would 


| 





have said the same thing to me, would have 
jumped to the same conclusion. But what 
was I doing, all riled up about it? Hadn't 
I shown the same kind of ignorance by 
accepting my mother’s doctrines about skin 
color, by lumping all dark people together 
as inferior or less desirable? What differ. 
ence did the color of skin make? To Carl, 
all colored girls were alike. To Mother— 
and yes to me—all dark people were alike, 
I hadn’t grown up enough—except when | 
had loved Johnny—to emancipate myself 
from her ridiculous and criminal ideas, 
That was why my marriage with Ramon 
had soured. I had put him up against an 
unfair test, wanting him to be another 
Johnny instead of the real sweet person he 
was himself. I had been prejudiced against 
him and terribly unjust. By the time | 
reached home, I knew that although IJ stil] 
wasn’t sure I loved Ramon, I'd give my 
right arm for another chance to find out. 

When I got home, the second coincidence 
came to light—a wire from Ramon which 
said simply: “Whenever you want to, come 
home.” 

Fate must have decreed that he send 
that wire just that day. Even if he hadn't, 
I'd be doing what I’m doing now, packing 
to go back to him. Packing and thinking 
how wonderful it will be if Ramon and | 
have a child real soon—a child that we can 
bring up to know the truth about life— 
that it isn’t what you look like outside that 
counts. but what you are inside. 


THE END 
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Too Tough For Love 


(Continued from Page 31) 


with the same look when, a few days after 


my arrival, I’d tried to get one of the 
big, heavy grain sacks on my shoulder. 


And she’d seen me drop it and she'd 
laughed and jeered, “City boy! Well, well, 
well!” 

Since then Mr. Todd hadn’t asked me to 
help unload the feed. But, humiliated, I'd 
been secretly practicing carrying a full 
sack on my shoulder, putting it down and 
picking it up. So I figured I was ready 
and carelessly replied to Mr. Todd, “Well, 
let’s find out if I can tote a sack, huh?” 

Nodding expressionlessly, as usual, he 
returned to the truck, with me following 
and Elmira slowly dragging behind. And 
I thought, so okay, this husky corn-fed 
babe was in for a surprise that would wipe 
that scornful expression clear off her face, 
because this time, I wasn’t going to drop 
any sacks. 

I didn’t. But with her looking on and 
Mr. Todd practically trotting off with sack 
after sack, I about knocked myself out 
keeping up with him. When we had car- 
ried in the last two, I was blowing and 
sweating like a winded horse, while Mr. 
Todd looked as cool as Jackie Robinson 
at bat. 

Elmira’s smirk was gone, I noticed. I 
grinned at her as I mopped my face, think- 
ing she was sore because I’d cheated her 
out of a chance to crack at me. But she 
said coolly, “You don’t have to prove any- 
thing, Frankie. You know?” 

I checked the sharp reply I felt like 
making and with a friendly smile, I said, 
“I know I don’t. But maybe I ought to. 
For my own sake.” 

If I had expected that to soften her 
up, I was dead wrong. Because with an 
indifferent shrug, she strolled on to the 
house. And as usual, had little to say 
during supper or after. 


T WENT ON like that for another week, 

with me straining hard to manage my 
chores without messing up. When I really 
tried, I even started catching on to the 
not-so-easy-as-it-looked trick of milking a 
cow. Because I had a point to make, which 
only a short time ago would have been a 
laugh: Me trying to make good as a farm 
hand so I could score with a rustic babe! 
Yet, remembrance of her strong, nude 
figure poised by that brook wasn’t at all 
amusing. It was like a slow fire that was 
getting hotter all the time in me. And I 
wanted to quench it in the only way pos- 
sible! 

It was about then that both Elmira and 
her uncle began to thaw out a little toward 
me. Elmira never gave me an opening to 
ease onto a more personal level. Still, I’d 
sometimes catch her eyeing me as if she 


was wondering what made me tick. That 
made me feel more hopeful. I thought 


maybe I’d been playing it too cool. Maybe 
this rural Venus wasn’t quite as hinckty 
as she acted. 

So. one night after 
around the kitchen while she started wash- 


supper, I hung 


ing dishes; and as soon as her uncle went 
out to the barn, I made my move. 
Strolling to the old-fashioned soapstone 
sink, I said, “How about me wiping the 
dishes for you?” 
Elmira turned just enough to cut her 


eyes at me. Then she said coldly, “No 
thank you.” 

“Elmira.” I asked, “what have you got 
against me?” 

That time she didn’t even look at me. 
“Since you ask me, I'll tell you: I don’t 
like drunkards! 

That practically floored me. “Where 
did you ever get the idea I’m a—drunk- 
ard?” I demanded. 

“That’s what you’re up here for, isn’t 
it? To get over drinking? And And 


fast women?” 

“T suppose that’s your uncle’s version 
of it. huh?” 

“My uncle doesn’t lie!” 

“T didn’t say he did. But I do say if 
he told you I drunkard he was 
wrong!” 


was a 


“Well, you got arrested for drinking, 
didn’t you?” 

“Yes.” I snapped. “And that was the 
only time it ever happened. Does that 
make me a drunkard?” 

Elmira turned and her steady gaze 


probed into mine. Then she turned back 
to the sink. “You can wipe the dishes if 
you want to,” she said in a conciliatory 
tone. 

I glared at her. “That’s real big of you,” 
I said angrily. “Aren’t you my 
drunkard’s hand might poison 
cious dishes?” Then, without waiting for 
a reply. I stalked out into the yard and sat 
on a log near the wood pile, sore at myself 
because I’d let my temper make me goof 
when I’d had a chance to make some time 
girl. 


scared 


your pre- 


with the 

It was a swell night. Lots of stars were 
out and the breezes stirring through the 
was like a whisper of low pitched 
It made me kind of sad and lonely. 

A shadow moved close by. It was Elmira. 
Neither of said anything. In a few 
seconds she sat down on the other end 
of the log. All around us the katydids 
started tuning up and down by the duck 
pond I could hear the brass rumble of 
bullfrogs. 

“It’s a right pretty night, isn’t it. 
asked. sounding timid. 

“Tt’ll do,” I replied shortly. 


pines 
music. 


us 


” Elmira 
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She got up and I thought she was going 
back into the house, but she came and sat 
beside me. “I’m—I’m sorry I called you 
: drunkard,” she whispered. 

“That’s okay,” I said gruffly. 

“You’re mad at me, aren’t you?” 

“Nope.” 

“Could I ask you something?” 

“Sure.” 

“Was that—that cabaret girl of yours 
eal pretty?” 

“Not as pretty as you.” 

Elmira kind of gasped, then said chid- 
ingly, “Frankie, it isn’t nice of you to 
make fun of me like that!” 

“T wasn’t making fun of you, Elmira.” 

“You really meant that? Honest?” 

“Of course.” 

She didn’t say anything for a while 
ind I sat there wanting to reach over and 
touch her, but I didn’t quite dare. I was 
ery conscious of her nearness and my 
blood moved faster as I began to feel I 
might be close to the break I'd been long- 
ng for ever since the day I saw her by 
the brook. So I just waited. 

“Frankie?” she said after a while. 

“Yeah?” 

‘I—I just remembered what I came out 
ere for.” 

‘Oar’ 

‘Uncle Link asked me to find out if you 
emembered to throw down the hay to 
the cows after supper.” 

“Oh, darn it!” I exclaimed. 

‘You did forget it, didn’t you?” she 
laughed. “Uncle said you probably would.” 

[ stood up. “Well, I guess I’d better do 

now.” 

‘Want me to come with you?” 

“T sure do, Elmira!” 

We walked side by side through the 
larkness to the barn. It was pitch black 
nside. I stopped and groped for the wall. 
[ can’t see a thing.” I griped. “Where 
he devil are those stairs to the loft?” 


“At the other end. silly.” Elmira 
laughed. “Come on, take my hand, I'll 
how you.” 


[ got a thrill as I grasped her hand, 
or it was warm and soft, not the way 
[ had imagined a hard-working girl’s would 
be. She led me through the blackness 
with confident sureness until she slowed 
up and said, “Look out, the stairs are 
right here.” 

[ thought she was going to leave then. 
but as I groped up the narrow passage she 
followed right behind. It was not as dark 

the loft as down stairs because a little 
light came in through the windows on one 
ide. The hay had a clean, sweet fragrance 
ind it gave me ideas that had nothing to 
lo with feeding the cows. 

[ found the trap doors that opened over 
the cow stalls and started pitching hay 
lown. It didn’t take long and when I 
finished I turned and bumped into Elmira. 
rhe next instant I had her in my arms. 
But the way she reacted. I thought I had 
in armful of wildcat. She broke free and 


ot) 


I lunged after her. I caught her shoulder 
with one hand and spun her, like I often 
did guys in the ring. Then I yanked her 
into my arms again. She didn’t say a word, 
just fought against me furiously and I had 
a time keeping from getting clawed. Final- 
ly I got her arms pinned to her sides and 
I kissed her—hard. She relaxed for an in- 
stant, moaned, then grew rigid and I let 
her go. 

“Next time,” I panted. “don’t be so quick 
to get the wrong idea!” 

I expected her to make a dash for the 
stairs, but she didn’t move. I heard the 
loud rasping of our breathing as we faced 
each other in the darkness. Then she asked, 
“Why did you do that? Why did you kiss 
me?” 

“Because I wanted to.” I declared. “I 
guess I couldn’t help myself, Elmira.” 

“Why?” she demanded, still breathing 
hard. 

“Because you are a very attractive girl 
and I like you very, very much!” 

“Nobody ever kissed me before,” she 
said, half crying. “That is, except rela- 
tives.” 

“Want to try it again—without the 
wrestling?” I asked softly. “I’m not going 
to hurt you.” 

She didn’t reply. Neither did she back 
away or anything. So I put my arms lightly 
around her and bent and kissed her on the 
lips, gently, lingeringly. Then, even though 
I wanted to do just the opposite. I suddenly 
freed her. sensing that was the right move. 
We stood in complete silence for a few 
seconds then she whispered. “I—TI liked 
that. Frankie. And I like you, too. I have 
ever since you came. But—” 

I drew her into my arms again, and 
asked, “But what?” 

“But you being from the city and—and 
all that. I didn’t think you’d ever pay me 
any mind.” 

“Elmira,” I whispered, “you’re very, 
very wrong. I'll admit I thought I was in 
love with my dancer girl friend in New 
York, but you’ve made me know otherwise.” 

“You mean—you’re in love with—me?” 
she asked breathlessly. 

“T think maybe I am.” I told her, know- 
ing it wasn’t true. knowing that I would 
have said anything to accomplish my desire 
with her. 

“Oh Frankie,” she cried. 
against me, “Frankie, Frankie. . . 

The complete surrender in her 
struck a pang of guilt in me even as I bent 
and started kissing her, for I knew that I 
was taking advantage of a lonely. probably 
love-hungry girl who had accepted my ly- 
ing words as the gospel truth. But her 
warm, exciting body straining against mine 
and the shy eagerness with which she re- 
sponded to my kisses drove everything 
from my mind except my blazing drive to 
possess her—and there, in the dark fra- 
grance of the hayloft, I did... 


pressing 
~ 


tone 


SUALLY, Mr. Todd had to rap on 
the door to my room to wake me up, 


but the next morning I was wide awake 
long before day, and I hadn't slept much 
even at that. A sense of guilt and fear 
pressed down on me like a ton of lead, for 
I was haunted by memories of the heart. 
breaking way Elmira had sobbed after our 
passionate interlude in the hayloft the 
night before. I had tried to comfort her, 
but all the time I'd been afraid that her 
uncle would discover her absence in the 
house and come out and find us. I didn't 
get over that until Elmira finally stopped 
crying and we sneaked back into the house 
without anything happening. And when [| 
was undressed and in bed, I bitterly re. 
gretted what I’d done because with an un- 
sophisticated girl like her, she would 
probably become pregnant, and then I'd 
really be in bad trouble unless I married 
her. And I sure didn’t want to be tied down 
like that, and especially not with such an 
unslick chick as her. All kinds of worri- 
some possibilities wrangled through my 
mind, like Elmira telling her uncle what 
had happened. I figured he was the kind 
of man who might take his shotgun to me, 
And I thought maybe I’d better take me 
some air and zizz back to New York before 
that happened. 

Maybe some such idea caused me to 
dress and go downstairs before Mr. Todd 
got up. I did and when I went into the 
kitchen there was Elmira. making a fire 
in the stove. When she heard me enter, 
she whirled. her eyes got real bright and 
she ran to me with a muffled little cry and 
flung herself into my arms. 

I gave her a quick hug and kiss and 
tried to pull away but she held on to me 
and despite my knowing that her uncle 
might come down at any minute, having 
her so close overcame my fear, stirred my 
blood and made me crush her to me and 
kiss her hard. It was she who pulled away, 
finally. And a good thing, too, because I 
was going out to the pump to wash up 
when he came into the kitchen. 

He and I were busy all that morning and 
afternoon fixing and replacing the barbed- 
wire fences in one of the pastures. so El 
mira and I didn’t have a chance to ex- 
change more than a few words all day. 
And I was glad of it, because I knew that 
my desire for her was stronger than my 
fear of its consequences. So. trying to keep 
from letting it get the best of me again, I 
went up to my room right after supper that 
night. ignoring Elmira’s questioning glance, 
knowing that since her uncle was right 
there. she didn’t dare say anything. 

My room was under the eaves of the 
roof. over the second floor where Mr. Todd 
and Elmira had their bedrooms. I paced 
around restlessly, worriedly wondering how 
it was all going to end until I felt tired 
enough to go to bed. I didn’t think I was 
going to sleep much, but I dozed off about 
as soon as my head hit the pillow. I don't 
know how long I slept, but I got to dream 
about Mitzi, about being in her apartment, 
laying on her divan and having her come 
over to me and kiss me. I reached up and 















hugged her down to me, and I felt her 
- awake | Jips hot on mine. But I soon discovered it 
yt much | wasn’t Mitzi in the dream anymore it was 
nd fear | Elmira. 

ead. for Then, one afternoon when Elmira was 
> heart. § out berrying and Mr. Todd and I were 
fter our splitting small hickory logs for fence posts, 
oft the § who should drive in but Charley! 

ort her, When he saw me he made with a great 
hat her § pig smile. “Well, Frankie,” he exclaimed, 

in the “you look great!” 
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stopped § jiving a healthy life, Charley. And he’s a 
e house J good boy, a good boy! Hard worker. And 
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“Hey, what are you all stirred up 
put?” 
‘I want to borrow your car. Charley,” I 
nted. 
“What’s up, 
“You in 


me. 
sharply. 


Charley frowned at 
nkie?” he asked 
ble already?” 

I shook my head. “No, Charley. It’s not 


Well what do you want with my car?” 
I’ve got to go back to Mr. Todd’s farm,” 
told him rapidly. 

That really threw my manager. “Well for 

ing out loud, kid—what for?” 

[ grinned at him and said. “I left some- 
g up there real valuable, Charley. And 
got to get it right now!” 
harley was more perplexed than ever. 
u left something up there?” 

Yes, I sure did. Something of the great- 
importance, but I only realized it a few 
nutes ago.” 

Charley stared at me like I'd lost my 

id. “So what did you leave?” 


“Elmira,” I said simply. 

“You mean Link’s niece?” he demanded 
incredulously. 

“Right!” I exclaimed. “Anything wrong 
about her?” 

“Frankie—are you serious?” 

“Marrying serious, Charley—if that’s 
okay by you!” 

“It’s the most okay thing I ever heard!” 
he exclaimed “But I’m not going to lend 
you my car.” 

“Okay.” I said stiffly, “I'll go by train— 
or hitch a ride—or foot it, if I have to!” 

“Oh, no.” Charley laughed, patting my 
shoulder. “You know why I’m not going to 
lend you my buggy?” 

“No.” 

“Because. son, I’m going to drive you up 
there myself. Satisfactory?” 

I pumped his hand, then said, “Well, 
sure! Only let’s get going, huh? I don’t 
want to keep my future wife waiting!” 


THE END 





The King Who Gave Up His Throne 


(Continued from Page 37) 


[ blame Ruth entirely for this mar- 
ze.”’ One by one Ruth’s friends stopped 
iking to her and two by two they broke 
their friendship. And down in white 
remacist South Africa and Southern 
desia. Sir Godfrey Huggins thundered: 

a very poor show. It also shows a 

trous lack of pride in the Bamang- 
» people themselves. The white people 
regard it as a dreadful thing and 
horrified.” 
Despite the opposition and his uncle’s 
ymand, Seretse flew back to Bechuana- 
| in a second attempt to get his people 
i1ccept Ruth as his wife and their queen. 
the June, 1949, meeting with the tribal 
lers moved into the seventh day of bick- 
ig, a desperate Seretse leaped to his feet 
outing this ultimatum: “If you want me, 
you must take my white wife, 

What do you say?” The six-thousand 

thered there spoke in one voice: “Yes! 

Bring the white woman. your wife. 
want you both!” 

Embittered and hurt for the second 
e, Tshekedi stopped speaking to Seretse. 
no longer addressed him as “son,” 
etse no longer addressed him as father. 
Seretse hurried off to England and read- 
| his queen to return with him. 
But the cruelest thing of all.” one white 
nd who had been in the African south 
| Ruth, hoping to discourage her going, 
the color bar. Sooner or later, you 
t visit the Union of South Africa, if 
to shop. Johannesburg is your near- 
ity. There are no hotels for Africans 
hat city. There are no good restaurants 
inemas for them. Even in church you 
| be separated from white people. 
If you walk through the streets with 


your husband, there will be ugly demon- 
strations. If you travel by train, you will 
not be allowed in the dining car.” But 
what the woman didn’t know was that Ruth 
felt she was now a Bamangwato and would 
stay in the Bamangwato lands. 

In all fairness to Tshekedi, Seretse had 
to admit his uncle had been a good regent 
and under his administration the tribe 
had prospered. So it was not surprising 
that there was no great throng to meet 
him and his wife when he learned that his 
uncle had fled into the interior short hours 
before. Seretse was happy, and in his 
new-found happiness, he determined to let 
nothing spoil it. 

For months it went unspoiled, by night 
when the stars were bright and the giant 
African moon lay just beyond the trees, 
Seretse and Ruth. lived. laughed and loved, 
could never get over the beauty of their 
love and surroundings. But from deep in 
the interior. Tshekedi’s bitterness became 
cancerous. He persuaded the British Gov- 
ernor General in Southern Rhodesia to 
hold a hearing on the validity of Seretse’s 
marriage. 

One early morning in late 1949, Ruth 
told Seretse that she was heavy with child. 
Never had Seretse seemed so happy, he 
was even happy when the British Govern- 
ment asked him to come to London for a 
conference in March 1950. He should be 
gone two weeks at most, he reasoned. the 
troubles would all be ended, and in June 
his baby would be born. 

And so it was that Seretse flew off to 
England, and even the London fog could 
not dampen his good feeling. But before 
the first conference was minutes old, Ser- 
etse had changed to the vilest mood. The 


British government told him he was bay 
ished from his land for five years. Ap 
more, Ruth must leave Bechuanaland be 
fore the birth of her baby. 

Exploded Seretse to the press: “The 
tricked me. They invited me to come 
England. and now they say that I am te 
be excluded from my home. I thought 
these things were only supposed to happen’ 
in Russia. They told me they didn’t want 
me to say anything at all to the press unti} 
next week, but now I feel I have been 
double-crossed. They will not give any 
reason for my exclusion except that they 
say it might cause a disturbance if I am 
confirmed as chief. I always have believed 
that in Britain and elsewhere in the Com. _ 
monwealth it is no crime to marry anyone 
you love.” 

And while crusty old Winston Churchill 
termed it: “a disreputable transaction.” 
the ban was signed, sealed and delivered, 
Under guard, Seretse was permitted to go 
home four months later. three weeks after 
his daughter Jacquiline was delivered by 
a native doctor. Ruth did not trust the 
South African white ones. 

When Seretse prepared to leave two 
weeks later, both he and Ruth and th 
tribe. who had learned to love her, wept 
openly and unashamed. Snapped Ruth? 
“The tribe has accepted me. It is not the 
tribe who is against me. It is the white! 
people in South Africa.” i 

{nd so Seretse, his queen and the little 
princess returned to England to wait out 
the five-year exile. 

Then in 1953. the British did something 
far worse. They told Seretse he was ban- 
ished from his home land for life. “Ban- 
ished!” The effect was shattering. never 
to see the grey-green of an African twilight 
or see a silver moon ride amidst a sea of 
stars. hear the sounds of familiar voices 
die in some strange place where fog 
placed the cool breezes of his homeland, 
listen to these people who talked as though 
their mouth’s were full of hot potatoes) 
forever. have to live with his double-cross 
ers until he died. 

And Seretse’s people liked it even less. 
They refused to pay taxes, ignored British 
law. sent delegations to England to protest 
and above all they still respected him 
their king. 

Then in 1956, Seretse exchanged hi 
birthright and that of his children, now 
increased by a son, Seretse, Jr., to ret 
to his homeland. He agreed that neithet 
he nor his children would have anything 
to do with the ruling of the Bamangwal 
people again. And in no longer than 
took to write his name, 5,000 years @ 
history had suddenly come to an end, 

Shortly before Christmas in 1956, pr 
vate citizen Khama was joined by his fam 
ily in Bechuanaland. Although the Bs 
mangwato lost a king, Seretse Khama 
Ruth gained one of the richest loves 
our time. 


THE END 
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